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Loues Labours loft. 



jttftis Primus. 




Enter Ferdinand King of Navarre , Beroivns, Longauili, 
and Duraane. 

Ferdinand* 

£t Fame, that all hunt after in their liues $ 
Liuercgilired vpon our brazen Tombes, 

<Ar ‘'nd chen grace vs in the difgrace of death : 

A/hen fpight of cormorant deuouring Time, 
&e£2l Th’endetionr of this prefent breach may buy s 
That Honour which lhall bate his fythes keenc edge. 

And make vs heyresof all eternitie. 

Therefore braaeco iquerors, for fo you are, 

That wane agamft your ownc affections. 

And the huge Armie of the worlds defires. 

Ourlate ediftfhall ftrongly ftandin force, 

N attar lhall be the wonderof the world. 

Our Court lhall be a little Academe , 

Still and contemplatiucin liuing Arc, 

You three, B erowne, Ttnrmine, and Loneauiir ' 

H.uie fworne for three yceres terme, to Ime with me- 
My fellow fchoMers, and to kcepe thofe fotutes 
That are recorded in this fcedule hecre, 
louroatbesare paft, and now fuMcri.be your names 
Tnat his owne hand may ffrike his honour down* 

' hat violates thcfmalleft branch herein • * 

If you are arm’d to doe, as fworne to doe 
Subfcnbc to your deepe oatjies, and kcepe it to. 

tx 2 Longa&iif 



sr-ju'MM.,!* 



Loues UMottfstopi 



LonwttiUXixa refolu’d, *cis but a three yeercs faft; : 
t he mtnde fliall banquet, though the body pine. 

Fat paunches h,aue leane pates: and daintie bits 
Make rich the ribs, but banquerout the wits. 

Duntatte. MylouingLord, Vumme is mortified 3 
The groller manner of thefe worlds delights. 

He throwcsvpon thegrclFc worlds baler (hues: 

To Icue, to wealth, tc pompe.I pme and die,. 

With ail thefe liuing in fhilofophic. 

Berowne, 1 can but fay their proteftationoucr. 

So much, decre Liege, I hauc alreadyfwotnc. 

That is, to hue and ftudy he ere three yecres„ 

But there arc other drift obferuanccs : 

As not to fee a woman in thatterme, 

Which 1 hope well is not enrolled there. 

And one day in a weeke to touch no food 
And but one mcale on euery day befide : 

The w.hich I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fleepe but three homes in thenighr, 

And hot be fccnc to winke of all the. day. 

Whenl was wontto thinke no harmcall nighc s> 

And make a darke night too of halfc the day ? 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, thefe are barren taskes, too hard tokcepc, 

Motto fee Ladyes, ftudy, fall, not fleepe. 

Ferd. Your oath ispaft, to paflie away from thefei 
Berov. Letmcfay no my.Licdgc,and ifyoupleafe, , 

1 onelyfwore to ftudy with your grace, 

And ftay hcereinyourCouitforthrceyeercsfpace. 

L-oxgi r. Youfwore to that Berowne, and to the reft* 
Berov. By yea and nay fir, then ] fwore in. left. 

What isthc end offtudy,letmeknovv^' 

Fer. Why that to know whichellc ivc (hould not knovsv 
Bcr. Things hid Sc bard'you mcanc)fronj common fente 
Ferd. I, that is ftuaies god-like recoin pence. 

Bero. Come on then, I will fweare to ftudy, io, 

To kno w thething I am forbid io know : 

As thus, to ftudy where 1 well may dine , 

Whenl too faft cxprcSely am forbid. 



.ones Labour s < 

Or ftudy whereto meete fome Miftreffe fine. 

When Miftrclles from common fenfe are hid. 

Gr haningfworne too hard a keeping oath, 

Studie to breake it, and not breake my troth. 

If ftudiesgainebe thus, and thisbefoe, 

Studie kno wes that which yet it doth not know, 

Sweere me to-this, and 1 will nee’re fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe betheftops that hinder ftudic quite, 

And traine out intcllcfts to vaine delight. 

Her. -Why ? all delights are vaine , and that moft vaine 
Which with* paine purchas’d, doth inherit paine, 

Aspaincfully to poarevpona Books , 

To* lecke thelight of truth, while truth the while 
Dothfalfcly blinde the eye-fight of his looke : 

Light feeking light, doth light of light beguile 
So ere you finde where light in darkcnelTclies, 

Your light growes darke by loofingof your eyes. 

Studie me how to pleafe the eye indeede,, J . 

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye, >1 

Who dazling fo, that eye fhall be his heed* • 

And giue him light that it was blinded by, 

Studie isliketheheauens glorious Sunnc, 

That will not be deepe fearch’d wich fawcy lookes s 
Small hauc continuall plodders euer wonne, 

Saue bafe authority from others Bookcs. 

Thefe Earthly Godfathers of heauens lights, , 

That giue a name roeuery fixed Starre, f 

Haue no more profit of their fhining nights,: 

Then thofe that walke and wot not what they ate. 

Too much to know, isto know noughtbut fame: 

And euery Godfather can giue a name, 

Fer. How well-bee’s read, to reafon againft reading! . 

Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding. 

Lon. Hee weedes thecornCj and ftill letsgrow the weeding. 
Ber. The fprir, gisnearc when greene geeffe arc sbreeding, . 
T ’5» low foil owes that ? 

Be>. Hein his place and time. 

F)uix, In reafon nothing. 

S <r, Somethingdicn in rime. . 
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— ".itottis 

T e r A. Berowne islikean enuious fncapmjprQfr, 

That bites the firft borne Infants of the Spring. 

Her. Well, fay I am, why ffiould ptoud Summer boaft* 
Before the birds haueany caufe to Mhg ; ■ 

Why fbould I ioy in any aboxuuc birth . 

At Chriftmas I no more defirc a role. 

Then wifh a Snow in Mayes new fangled fiiowes • 

But likeof each thing that in feafon growes. 

vnlocke the gate. 

And though I-hpue for Sarbarifme fpoke «P». 

Then for that Angsll knowledge you can lay. 

Yet confident lie keepe what 1 hauciwerne. 

And bide the penance of each three yearcs daye. 

Giue me the paper, let me reade the fame. 

And to the Unde ft decrees lie write my name, 

Fer.Uovi wellthisyeeldingrefcues thee from fliame. 

Ber.Item. Thatnp woman (hall come within a riule of 0 / 
Court. 

Hath this bcene proclaimed ? 

Lon. Fouredayes agoe. 

Ber. Let’s fee the penaltic. 

On paine of loofing her tongue. 

Who dcuis’d thispepaltie < 

Ze».Marry that did I. 

Ber. Sweet? Lord ,and why? 

Lon. To fright them hence with that dread penakic, 

tearmeof three yeeres, he fliall endure Inch P u ‘ ’ 

the rclt of the Court fliall poflibly dcuife. . , 

Ber. This Article my Licdgc your felfe mult breake, 

Fprwcllyou know here comes in Embaflie 

The French Kings daughter, with your lelfe to lpea* . 

A Maide of grace and cornpleatem&ieftiej 

Aboutfurrtndcrvpof Aquitaine'. 

To her decrepit* ficke, and bed-rid Father, 






Therefore this articleis made in vaine , 

Or vainely comes th’admircd Princefle hither. 

Fer. What fay you Lords ? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Ber. So fiudie euermore is ouerfhot. 

While it doth ftudy to haue what it would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it Ihould : 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth mod, 

Tis won as townes with fire, fo Won, fo loft. 

Fer. Wee muft of force difpence with this Decree* 
She muft lye here on meere neceffity. 

Ber. Neceffity will make vs both forfworne 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeres fpace t 
For cuery man with his aff efts is borne, 

Notby roightmaftrcd.butby fpeciall grace. 

If I breake faith, this word (hall breake for me, 

I am forfworne on meere neccffitiej 
So to the Lawes at large 1 write my name. 

And he that breakes them in the leaft degree. 

Stands in attainder of eternalllhame. 

Suggeftionsare to others as to mee: 

But I beleeue although I feeme fo loth, 

I am the laft that will laft keepe his oth. 

But isthere noquickerecreation granted ? 

Fer. I that there is, our Court you know is hamed 
,With a refined trauailer of Spaine , 

A man in all the worlds new faftiion planted,' 
Thathathamintofphrafesin hisbraine : 

One, who the Muficke of his ownc vaine tongue, 

Doth rauilh like ihchanting harmonic; 

A man of complements whom right and wrong 
FiauC chofe as vrripire of their mutinie. 

This childe of fancie that A rtnado highr, 

^JFor interim to our ftudies (hall relate. 

In high- borne words the worth of many a Knight s : 
From tawny Spaine loft in the worlds debate. 

Flow you delight my LordsI know not I, 

But I proteft 1 louetoheare him lie. 

And I will vfehim for my Minftxclfic, 




■Ben . Armada is a mofi illuftrious wighr, 

A man of fire, new words, fafhionsownc Knight. 

Lilt. fiftard the iwainc and he, fnall be out fport, 

And io to iludic, three yceres is but fiiorc. 

€ titer a, C on ft, ib is with Cofiard with a Letter . 

Cotrft. Which is the Dukes owns perfon/ 

Ber. This fellow, Wharwould’lti 

fin. I my fcl£c reprehend his cwnepcrfon,for I am his gracts 
Tharborough; but I would fee his ownc per ion in fleih and 
blood. 

Bir. This is he. 

fin. Signeer Arme, Arme commends you : 

There's villanic abroad, this letter will cell you more, 

Clorr. Sirthc Contempts thereof arc as touching roee^ 

Fer. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Ber. How low loeuer the matter , I hope in God for high 
words. 

Lon. A high bopeforalow hcauen,God grant vs patience. 

BtrbXo heareorforbcarc hearing. 

Lon. To hcare meekety fir, and to laugh moderately,®: to 
forbearcboth. 

Ber. Well fir, be it as the ftile (hall giue vs caufc to clime in 
the mcrrineHe. 

Clow. The mattcris to me Gr,as concerning Iaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner . 

Ber. In what manner? 

Clo.l n manner and forme following fir, all thofe three. I was 
feene with her in the Mannor houfc, fitting with her vpon the 
Forine, and taken following her into the Parke : which put to- 
gether is in manner and forme following. Now fir tor the man- 
ner $ it is the manner of a man to fpeake to a woman, for the 
forme in forae forme. 

Ber. For the following fir. 

Clow. As it Hull follow in my corrcttion, and God defend 
thcrigbr. 

Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention f 

Ber. As wee would heart an Oracle. 

Qb 



■ "" 'houes Labours Top 

flo. Such is the fimplicitie of man to harken after the fle&. 

^ Fer din an* 

G Reat Deputie, the Welkins Vicegerent, and foie done, niter- 
of Nauar, my fettles earths God, and bodies, fefir mg patrone: 
Cofi. Not a word of fifiard yet. 

Fer dm Sottas* _ » • ««< 

Co ic may be fo s but if he fay it is fo, hcisintei ^iflgtruc^ 

bUtfom 

Ferd. Peace* c . , 

Clow. Be to anc, and euery man that dares not tight. 

Ferd . No words, 

Clow* Of othcrmensfccrccs I bcfeech you. 

Ferd. So it is befieged with fable coloured melancholy , I did 
commend the blacky opprejfmg humour to the mo ft wholefomc 
Phy fickle of thy health-gifting ayre : And as I am a Gentleman , 
betooke my felfe towallee : the time when ? about the fixt hours 9 
when beafts mofl grafe y birds befi pecke , and men ft downc to that 
nouri/bment which is called [upper: fo much for the time JVhen « 

1 'low for the ground which ? which Imeane I wallet v pony it is 
jelipedy Thy . Tarke . Then for the place where ? where l meane I 
did encounter that obfeene and mo f prepofierous euent t hat dr aw- 
ethfrom my [now-white pen the ebon coloured Inke y which beers 
thou viewefiy beholdefiyfurueycfiyor feefi • But to the plac e wher e ? 
It fiandeth T^jrth North-eaft andby Safi from the Weft corner 
of thy curious knotted garden; there did I fee that low fpirited 
Swain?, that bafe GMinow of thy myrthy ( Clown . Mee l) that 
unlettered fnall knowing foule> ( fiowMc ?) that fb allow vaffall 
( (flow 9 §t \\\ mee f ) which as l remember > bight Coftard, (flow, 
O me ) for ted and conforted contrary to thy efiablifijed proclaimed 
Fditt and continent Cannon : tvbtchwitb, o withy but With this 
l pajfonto fay wherev. ith : 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd * W ith a childe of our grandmother Eue, a female* or 
fer thy 'more fweete vnderfiandinga woman : him y I ( as my euer 
ejhemcd duty pricke* me on )hauefent to thee, to recetue the meed 
of pumfhment by tby fweete (fir aces Officer Anthony Duil^ man 
of goodrepute y carriage , bearing % & efiimation . 

Anth. Me, an’t (hall pieafe you? I am Anthony Dull. 

Ferd* For Iaqiienetca (fo is the weaker veffe/l called ) vshich I 

B apprehended 
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t~>avvHr SlQjPi 

apprehended with the aftorefaid Swine, ikeepehcr asavefttl ' 
Jfthi Law esfurie, and jhall fit the let ft eft thyjweet notice trim, 
her to triad. Thine m fill complements of denoted an.d heart-bur. 
ning heat oft duties 

Don Adriano dc Armada. 

2*r. Thi s is no? fo well as, I looked for, but the b eft that e- 
aicr I heard. 

Ter, I the beftfor the worft. But iirra, Whatfaj) you to this? 

(flow, v Sir-I confclle theWcncb, 

Ter. Did you hcare the Proclamation ? 

C/a.. I doe confciTe much of the hearing it, but little of the 
marking of it-. 

Ter. It was proclaimcda ycercs imprifoniaent tobe.takta 
with a Wench. 

(flow. I was taken with none fir,I was taken with a Damofell 

Ter. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell/ 

Clove. This was no Damofell ney ther fir , (he was a Virgin, . 

Ter. It is fo varied too, for it. was proclaimed Virgin. 

(flow. If it were , I denie her Virginity s I was taken with* 
Maids,. 

Ter. This Maid /haM net ferae your turneffr. 

Clow. ThijMaide will feme my turne fir. 

Km. Sir, I will pronounce your fcnccncc: You fliallfafU 
Weeke with Branne aud.v.ater. 

Clow. I had rather pray a Moneth wich Mutten & Porridge, 

Kin. And D on zArmado ftiallbe your keeper. 

My Lotd Ferowr.e, fee him ddiuer’dore, 

Apd goc we Lords to put in practice that , . 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fwernc. . 

Hero. lie lay my head to any good mans hat^- 
T hefc.oathes and kwes will proue an idletcorns. 
birra-coroeon.. 

Clow. IfufFcr for the truth fir: for true it is, I was taksw 
with Iacjnenetta Iaqutnetta is a true girlc,and therefore web 
come thefowre cup of profperitie, affliction may one day fs«?k 
againe v andvntilltheniicdowne£brrow. . 

Enter A rmado and Moth his page. 

Arm*-. Boy, What figne is it when a Man of great fp* rlt 

° ' grow* 5 : 




grewes melancholy f . . , 

Boy. A great figne fir, thathe will Iookciad. 

Brae. Why ? fadneffe is one and the felfc-famc thing dearc. 
imps. 

Boy. No no ;0 Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canft thou part fadneffc and melancholy my ten. 

dcr Iuuenall ? . , 

Bey. By a familiar demonftration of the working, my tough 

figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur ? Why tough figneqr i 
Boy. Why tender Iuuenalll Why tender Iuuenall', * 

Brag. J fpoke it tender Iuuenall as a congruent ap4thaton, 
appertaining to thy yong daies, which we may nominate tender* 
Boy. And I tough figneur. as an appertinent title to your olde 
time, which we may name tough, 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

Boy. Howmeane you Gr, I pretty, and my faying apt/ or T 
apt, and my faying prettie ? 

Brag. Thou prettie bccaufe little. 

Boy. Little pretty, becaufe little : wherefore apt? 

Brag. And therefore, bccaufe quicke. 

Boy". Spcakcyou this in my pray fe Mailer ? 

Brag. In thy condigne praife. 

Boy. I willpraife an Eels with the fame praife., 

Brag. What? that an Ecle is ingenuous. 

Boy . Th3tan Eeie is quicke. 

Brag. I doe fay thou arc quicke in anfwcrs. Thou heat ’ll mj 
bloud. 

Boy. I am ahfwer’d fir. 

Brag. Ilouenottobecroft. 

Boy. Hefpeakcsthe mccre contrary, erodes loue not him 
Br. I hauc premis’d to ftudy iij.yecres with the Duke. 

Boy. You may doc it in an houre fir. 

Brag. Impoffiblc. 

B oy . How many is one thrice toldc ? 

Bra. l am ill at reckling, it fits the Spirit of a T spfter„ 

Boy. You are a gentleman and a gamefter Gr. 

Brag. I confetle both, they arc both the varnjfli of a com/ 
■Feat roan. 



"B 



Boy. 
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Boy. Then I am Cure you know how much the groffe fun? x 
©f deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It cc th amount toone more then two. 

Boy- Which chebafevulgar call three. 

Br. True. Bey. Whyfiristhis fuch apeeceofftudy ? Now 
hcet’& three ttudied,ere you’ll thrice wink, &how eafie itisto 
put yeeres to the word three, and ftudy three yecresin two 
words the dancing horfe will tell you. 

Brag. A mod fine Figure. 

Boy. Toproueyoua Cypher. 

Brag. I willhereuponconfelTc Iaminloue: and as itisbafe 
for aSouldicrtoloue; fo am 1 in loue withabafe Wench. If 
drawing my fword again!! the humour of affe&ion, would deli- 
ver tr-e from the reprobate thought of it, I would take Delire 
prifoncr , and ranlomc him to any French Courtier for a 
new cieuis’d curtfie. I thinke. fcorne ro figh, me thinks I fhould 
out-fweare Cupid. Comfort mee Boy, What great men hauc 
beeneinlotic? 

Boy. Hercules Mailer. 

Brag. Mott fweet Hercules', more authentic decre Boy, 
name more -and fweet my childe let them be men of good re- 
pute and carriage. 

Boy. Sampfon Matter h e was a man of good carriage, great 
carriage >for he carried the Towne- gates on his backe like a por» 
ser : and he was in loue. 

B rag. O well- knit Samp fin, ttrong ioynted Sampfon ; I doe 
cxcelltheein my rapier, as much as thou d 1 dll mee in carrying 
gates. I am in loue too. Who was Sampfins loue my deare Moth. 
Boy. A Woman Matter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of all the foure, or the three, ox the two, or one of the 
foure. / 

Brag. T ell mee precifcly of what complexion 
Boy. Of the fca-water Greene fir. 

Brag. I s that one of ckefoure complexions? 

Boy. As I haue read fir, and the bell of them too. 

Brag. Greene indeed is thccolourof JLouers: butto haue s 
JLoueof that colour, me thii kes Sampfon had final! reafonfor it- 

He furcly ..ffc&td her for herwit. 

~ V “ Jf Oj* 



Bo. it was fo fir, tor the had a grecne wit. 

jf“ dr Mcloueismott immaculate white andred. 

Bof. Uoii immaculate thoughts Matter, are masc’d vndcr 

{UC lrfg! Define, define, well educated infant. 

Bov My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue alhh mec. 

Brag. S weet inuocation of a childe, moll pretty and path*-. 

Boy. If ftiebe made of white and red. 

Her faults will nere be knownc : 

For blulh-in checkes by faults are bred. 

And fcares by pale white fhowne : 

Then if flic feare, or be to blame, 

Bythis you fhall not know, 

For ftill her chcekcspollette the fame. 

Which natiuefhe doth owe: 

A dangerous rime matter againft the reafon of white and red. 

Brag Is there not a Ballet Boy,of the King and the Begger i 

Boy! Theworld was very guilty effuch aBallet fome three 
agcsfince,butltinnke now’cis not to be found: or if it were, 
it would neither (true for the writing, nor the tune. 

Brag. 1 will haue that fubieft newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digrclfion by lome mighty prefident. Bov, 1 doe 
lou" that Counircy g rtf that t too . in the Parke with the ratio * 
nallhinde Cofiard : iliedeferues well. 

Boy. To be winp’a ; and vet a better loue then my Matter, 

Brag. Sing boy, no, fpirit growes heaiiy in loue. 

Boy. And .m’s ^rea.maiudl,louinga light wench. 

Brag. I lay hng. 

Boy. Forbcare all this company be paft. 

Enter (^‘lov’r.e, Conftahle t and Wench. 

Confi. Sir, the Dukes pleafure , is that you keepe £oflard 
faf.*, and you mult let him take no delight, nor no penance, but 
heemuft taft three dayes a wee-ke: for this Damlell,I mutt keepe 
her at the Parkc,(he is alowd for the Day-woman. Fare you well. 

E bait O 

Brag. I doe betray my felfc withblulhing .-Maide. 

' B 3 - — " t Mai& 
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Exeunt. 



m 'VoMJ htoM Slop. 

C\' r xid, Min. 

Brag, I will vifit thee atthcLodge, 

Maid. That’s hereby. 

Brag. 1 know where it is fituatc. 

CM at. Lord how -wile you are, 

Brag.'X will tell thee wonders. 

Ma. With what face 
Brag, llouethce. 

Mai. So I heard you fay. 

Brag. A ndfo farewell. 

Mat. Fa ire weather after you? 

Cl?. QomtIacjuenett*,W)Vf . 

Brag. Viilaine, thou Chair fad for thy offences ore thoubt 
pardoned# . 

Ch, Well fir,I hope when I doeitjlhalldoeuon afdl ftp- 

macke. 

Brag. Thouthalt be hcauily puniflied. 

Clo.l am more bound to you then your fcllowes, Cor they 
are but lightly re warded. 

Brav.Take away this viilaine, (hut him vp. 

Boy! Come you tranfgrcflingflaue away. 

flow. Let me not be pent vp Or, I will faft being loofe^ 

Boy, No fir, that were faft and loofe thou (halt to prifon. 
Clow. Well, ifeucr Idoe feethemerriedayesof defolatiorc 
that I haue fccnc, forae (liall fee. 

Boy. What (hall fome fee? 

Clow. Nay nothing, Mafler Moth, but what they looke vp 
on. It is for prifoners to be fuentin their words , and there- 
fore I willfay nothing: I tbanke God,I hauc as little patienccas 
another man, and therefore 1 can be quiet. Exit . 

Brag. I doeaffett the very ground (which is bale) where 
her (hooc ( which is bafer) guided by her footc( which is bafeft) 
doth tread. I (ball be forfworne ( which is a great argumentof 
falfhood) if I loue. And how can that be true ioue, which is falfe* 
ly attempted? Loue is a familiar, Loue is a Diuell- There is no 
euill .A ngeli but Loue, yet Samp fin was fo tempted, and he had 
an excellent ifrength: Yet was Salomon fo fcduccd, and he haft 
a very good witte. Cupids Butfhaft is too hard for Hercules 
Clubbe, and therefore too much ods for a Spaniards Rapier :Th£ 
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w" ' Loue* labour's loji! 

firft and fscond caufc will not ferue my turne : the Pa fit <ido hee 
relpefits not, the D uello he regardsnot ; his difgrace is to be cal- 
led Boy, but hisglorieistofubduemen. Aduc Valour, ruft Ra- 
pier be kill Drum, for your manager is in loue ; yea he louetb. 
Aflift me fome cxtemporall god of Rime, for I am fore I (hall 
turne Sonnet. Dcuife Wit write pen, for I am for whole vo- 
lumes in folio. £Xtt a 

Tinis tAEl m Primus'. 



jiilusSecundui. 



: Enter the Prince fit t of Trance, with three attending Ladies, and 

three Lords, 

Boyet, Now Madam fu mmon vp your deareft fpirics, 
Confider who the King your facher fends 
To whom he lends, and what’s hisEmbalTie, 

Tour felfc held precious in the worlds efteeme. 

To parlce with the folednheritour 

Of all perfeftidns that a man may owe-, . 

Matchlefle Nauarre, the plea of no lefle weight 
Then ssdquitaine, aDowriefor aQ^eene,. 

Be now as prodigal 1 of alldearc grace. 

As Nature was in making.Graces deare, 

Whenlhe did ftarutthc generall world befide$ . 

And prodigally gaue them all to you, 

. Qupene. Good L. Boyet, my thought but meane, 

Needsnot the painted flourilbof your praifet 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 

Notvttercdby bafcfayleof chapmens tongucst 
lam leffe proud to heart you telL my worth. 

Then you much willing to be counted wife, 
jn fpending your wit in the praifeof mine. 

But now to tasfce the tasker jgqod^ff,. 

Prin, You are mot ignorant all telling fame- . 
iJothnoyfeabroad N attar hath made avow,- 
T.iiipainefull ftudic (haii butwwsare three y ceres,- 
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Toues Labour s loft. 

No woman may approach his filcnt Court : 

Therefore to’sfeemeth it anceGrull ecutie, 

Before we enter his forbidden gat es , 

To know his pleafure, and in that behaltc 
Bold of your worthinelTc, wefmglc you, 

A s our beft mouing fair e folieiter ; 

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, • 

On ferieusbufinctTe craumg quick e dilpatcn, 

Importunes perfonall conference with his grace. 

Hade, fignifiefo much whilewcattend, 
like humble vtfag’d futers his high will. 

Bo v , Proud of imploy meat, Willingly I goc. E xtt. 

c I J riK. All nride iswil'ing pride, and yours is loi 

Who are the Votaries rny louing Lords, that are vcwfeilowes, 
with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor • Longauili is one. 

Brine, Know you theman ? . . & 

x Lady. I know him Madame at amarriagefcatt, 
BetwceneLPm^r and the beauteous heirc 
Of laqttes F aftconbrid^e(o\iV!\v\\ztd. 

In Tjjrmandie faw I this LongattiU » 

A man of foueraigne parts he is eileem’d: 

Well fitted in Arts, glorious in Armes r 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The onely foilc of his fairs ver cues gloflc. 

If vertues gloffc will ftaine with any foyle. 

Is a fl-iarpc wit match’d with too blunt a Will: 

Whofc edge hath power to cut wbofe will fell Wilis, 

It ihotild none (pare that come within his power. 

Brin. Some merry mocking Lord belike, iftio- 
Lad. i. They fay fo moll, that moil bis humors know. 
Brin . S uch fiiorc liu’d wits dqc wither as they grow. 

Who are the reft < , 

2. Lad. The yong D:maine y a well accompliint youtn, 

Of all that Vertueloue, for Vcrtueloued, _ 

Moil pewerto doc tnoftharme.lcaft knowing ill : 

For he hath wit to make an ill dupe good, 

A ndflnpe to win grace though ihc had no wit 
I faw him at the Duke A/anfoes once. 



And 
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And much too litle of that good I faw. 

Is my report to his great worthinefle. 

Roffa. Another or the Students at that time. 

Was there with him as I hauc heard a truth, 

Berotvne they call him* but a merrier man. 

Within the Limit of becoinming mirth, 

I ncuer fpent an houres talke withalL 
HTs eye begets occafion for his wit. 

For eueryobie£l that the one doth catch, 

The other turnes to a mirth-mouing ieft. 

Which hisfaire tongue (conceits expofitor) 

Deliuers in fuch apt and gracious words. 

That aged earcs play treuant at his talcs. 

And yongcr hearings are quite rauifhed. 

So fwcec and voluble is his difeourfe. 

Brin. God blclTe my Ladies, are they all in lout ? 

That euery one her owne hath garnifhed , 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of ptaife. 

Ada. Heere comes Boyet, 

Enter Boyet . 

Brin. Now, what admittance Lord? 

Boyet. N attar had notice of your faire approach; 

And he and his competitors in oath. 

Were all addreft to meeteyou gentle Lady 
Before I came :marry thus much I haue learnt. 

He rather meanes to lodge youia the field. 

Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court-, 

Then feeke a difpenfation for his oath : 

To Iecyou enter his vn peopled houfe. 

Enter Nauar ) Longattill ,-D umaine , and B irovpne* 

Heere conies Njmar* 

Nan. Faire Princelle, welcotn to the Court of N attar. 

Brin. Faire I giue you backe againe, and welcome I haue not 
yet: the roofe of this Court is too high to be yours, and welcome 
to the wide fields, too bafe to be mine. 

Nan. You (hall be welcome Madam to my Court. 

Brin. I will be welcome then. Conduct me thither. 

"* ' C 
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~ ' ) c:! ^ > :Uurs lost. ■ 

« „„ Hc&re me deare Lady, I haue fwortie an oath, 

5“ U helpe-my Lord, h<,'llbcfo, tW orr.c. 

New Not for the world faire Madam, by myv 1 . 

Prin \ Wl’.y will fhall breakc it wili,and nothing els, 

Nau. Your LadiGiip is ignorant what it ». 

P .,in. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wile, 

Where now his knowledge mult proue W ™*™' . 

I hearc your grace hath fworne out Houfe-kceprog. 

»Tis deadly tone to keepe that oath my Lord, 

Andfinnetobre keits 

But pardon me I am coo fodaine bold, 

To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me. 

Vouchsafe to readthepurpofeof my comming, 

And fodainly refolue me in roy fuite 
Nau, Madam, I will, if fodainly 1 may. 

Priru You will the fooaer that I. were away. 

For Vou’le proue periur’d if you make me Itay . 

' Berov Did not I dance with you in Brabant once . 

Ro fa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once;. 

tfi'.^^ a ■!» » thequeftion , 

Ber. You muft not be fo quicke. n iieftion$ ? 

lt.fi.. ’Tisfongbf yoMthat fftwre m ti«’ 1 

Ber Your wit's too hot, it lpeedstoo fall, twill 
Rofa. Not till it leauc the Rider in the rnirc, 

Ber. What time a day ? 

Rofa , The hour e that tooies mould aske. 

Ber.’ Now faire befall your maske. 

Rofar.'^ aire falls the face it couers. 

Ber. And fend you many Loucrs. 

Rofa. Amen, fo you be none, 

Ber. Nay then will I begone. . 

Kin. Madame your father here doth intimate,, 

The payment of a hundredchoufand Crownes, 

Being but th’onc halfe of an imire fumme, 

Disburfed by my father in hi s warres. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither haue 

Rcceiu’d that fumme ^yec there remaines vnpaid 

A hundred thoufand more t in furery of the wmcn s q 
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Onepartof AquitaneisbQun&tovti 
Although' not valued to the moneys worth.' 

If then the King your father will reftore 
But that one halfe which is but fatiffied. 

We will g'ue vpour rightin & Aquitaine, 

And hold faire fnendlhip with his Maieftie : 

But that iefeemes he lit.le purpofeth. 

For here he doth demand to haue repaic, 

An hundred thoufand Crownes, and not demands 
■ One payment of an hundred thoufand Crownes^ 

To haue his title Hue in lAquitaine. 

Which we much rather had depart wichall. 

And haue the money by our fathers lent. 

Then i^quttaine, fo guelded as it is. 

Deare PrincelFe, were nothisrequefts fo farre 
From reafons yeelding, yourfaire felfe Ihould make 
i A yeelding ’gainft tone reafon in my breft. 

And goe well fatiffied to France againe. 

Pnn. You doe the King my Father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeming to confelle receit 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beene paid, 

Kun Idoeprotcft I neuer heard of it, 

Andifyou proue it, lie repay it backc. 

Or yeeld vp Aquitaine. 

Prin. W c arreft your word : 

Boyet % You can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Kin. Saciffie me foe. 

B ojet. So pleafe y our grace the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecklties are bound. 

To morrow you (hall haue alight of them. 
t Kin. ItfiialHufficcme j at which enterview, 

All libcrall reafon would I yeeld vnto.- 
Mcanccime, receiue fuch welcome at myhand, 

As Honour, without breachcf Honour may 
Make tender of, tothy true worthinefle. 

You may not come faire PrincelFe in my gates 

C 3 
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Tow's Labour's lojfj 

B ut Here without you (hall be (o rcceiu d, 

As you (hall deeme your fclfe lodg’d in my heart. 

Though fo deni’d farther harbour m my houle 
Your owne good thoughts excufe me, and farewell. 

To morrow we firs 11 viiit you againe. 

friii. Sweet health and fairedefires confcrt your grace. 

- Kin [ T hy owne wi(h wife 1 thee, in euery place. £ xit. 

Boy. Lady, I will commend you to mine owne heart, 

La.Ro. Pray you doemycommcndatipns, 

I yvould be glad to fee it. 

Boy. I would you heard it gronc. 

La.Ro. Isthefoulefickef, ; 

Boy. Sicke at the heart. 

La.Ro . Alacke, let it blond. . L-}} 

Boy. Would that doc it good ? 

La.Ro. My Phyficke layes I. 

Boy. Will you prick’t with your eye} 

La. Ro. Nopoynt, with my knife; 

Boy.. Now God (auethy life. 

La.Ro. And yours from long Uuing. 

Ber. 1 cannot ftay thankf- giuing. Exit. 

Enter Dumaint. 

Hum. Sir, I pray you a word: What Lady is that fame ? 
Boy. Theheireof Alanfon^Rofalin her name. 

‘Dam. A gallant Lady , Mounficr fare you well. 

Long. I beleech you a word : what is (he in the -white ? 

Boy. A woman fometime if you faw her in the light. 

Lon^. Perchance light in thelight l defire her name. 

Boy, S be hath but one for her felfe, 

Tb defire that were a (hame. 

Long. Pray you fir whofe daughter ? 

'Boy, Her Mothers, I haue heard. 

Long. Gods bleffing on your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Sheeis an heyreof F atilconbndge. 

Long. Nay, my cholleris ended : 

Shee is a mod fweet Lady. Exit .Long- 

Boy, Mot vnlike fir, that may b it. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love’s Labour's Lost (STC 22295 ) L0N 



Enter Ber owne. 



Ber . what’s her name inthe cap. 

Boy. Katherine by good hap. 

Ber. Is (he wedded, or no. 

Boy. ToherwiUfir.orfo. 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew. 

Boy. Farewell to me Gr, and welcome to you . £xit* 

La. Ma.Thxt laft is B erowne, the mery mad.cap Lord. 

Not a word with him, but a ieft. 

Boy. And euery ieft but a word. , 

<j>ri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 

Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 
La.Mn. Two hot (heepes marie. 

And wherefore not Ships ; 

Boy. No Sheepe (fwcetLamb) vnleffe we feede on your IipSo 
La. You (heep & I pafturc: fiiall that finifh the ieft ? 

Boy. Soyou grant pafture for me? 

La. Not fo gentle bead. 

My lips are no Common, though feu erall they be. 

Boy. belonging to whom? 

La. To my fortunes and me. 

Brin. Good wits will be ianglingbuc Gentles agree, 
Thisciuiliwatrcof wits were much better vfed. 

On Namr and his Bookemer. , for hecre 'cis abus’d. 

Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldome lies 
By the hearts dill Rhetoricke, difclofed with eyes) 

Dccriut me not now, 2}juar is infc&ed. 

JPrtn. With what?. 

Bo. With that which we Louers in title afFetted. . 

Brin. Yourreafon. 

Bo. Why all tiiibehauiours doe make the retire, 

To the Court of hiseye, peeping thro ugh defire. 

His heart like an Agot with your print impreffed. 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride expreffed. . 

His tongue all impatient to fpeake and not fee* 

Did (fumble with haftcin bis eyefight-to be, 

A 11 fences to that fence did make their repairc, 

Tofeclcoudy looking on faired of faire 

C| 
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L.oue s Labour srojf. 

Me thought all his fenfes were loekt in his eye, 

As iewtls in Chriilall for feme Prince to buy. (glilf, 
Whoccndring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you pall. 

Histace^owne margentdid quote fuchamazes, 

That all eyeslaw his eyes inchanted With gazes. 

He giue you Aquitaine, all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fake, but one leuing Kiffe, 

Pri n. Come to our pauilhon, B oyet is diipofde. 

Bro. But to fpeake that in words, which his eye hath difclof’d, 

J onclyhauemade amouthofhis eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro. Thou art an old Louc-menger, and fpcakeft skilful- 
3y. 

Lad. Ma. He is Cupids Grandfather, and lcarnes newes of 
him. , 

Lad. 2 . Then was Venus like her mother, for her father is 
butgrim. 

Boy. Do you heareroy mad Wenches? 

Lad.i. No. 

Boy. What then, do you fee ? - 

Lad.i. I, our way to be gone. 

Boy. You are coo hard for me. Exeunt cranes'. 



1 
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Enter Braggartand By. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble child, makepalfionate my feufe of hearing. 
Boy. Concolincl. 

Brag. Sweet ayre, go tenderneiTe of yeeres : take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him fetlinately liith er s I 
mull imploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy . Will you win your loue with a French hraulc 5 
Bra. How meaneft thou brauling in French ? t 

Boy. No my compleat mailer, but to Iigge off a tune at cne 

tongues 

r 
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j tn it with the feetc, humour it with tur- 

rongues en , • han£Jtcan< j Ong a note fomccime through 

ifyoaf wallowed louc wuhlingtng, buefomeam« 

T ,3S nofeasif vou fnuftvploueby finellinglouc with your 
hit plnthoufe-likeore the fliop of your eyes, with i your armes 
crofton your thinbeHic doublet, like a Rabbet on a .pit, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
k eoenot toolongin one tune, but a Chip and away : thefe are 
complements, thefe are humours, thefe betray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed without chefe and 1 mCn 

note: do you note men that moll are affefted to thefe . 

Brag, How hail thou purchas’d this experience? 

Boy. By my pen of obleruauon. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobbie-horfc isforgot. 

Cal’ftthoumy loueHobbie-horfe. 

Bey. No Mailer the Hobbie-horfc is butaColt, ana your 
loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But haue you forgot your Loue ? 

Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. Negligcntftudenr,learne her by heart, 

Bragi By hcarc, and in heart Boy, 

Boy. And out of heart Matter : all thole three I will prone- 

B rag. What wilt thouproue *f 

Boy. A man, if I liuc(andthis)by,in, and without, vpon 
the inilant: by heart you loue her,becaufeyour heart cannot 
come by h er : in heart you loue her, b ecaufe your heart is in loue 
wichhcr: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all. . 

Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he mutt carrie mee a .Letter. 

Boy. A mellagc well fymparhis’d,aHorfeto be emballadour 
for an AiTe. 

Brag. Ha, ha. What fairtthou ? 

Boy. Marrie fit, you mull fend the A fife vpon theHdrfe for 
he is veric flow gated . but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but Aiort, away. 

B«y^ Asfwiftas lead fir, . 






® sasasBBS!S! ~^pr«ej uuuui*m twj»» 

Thy meaning prettie ingenuous, is cotLcad,ani«uall 
heauie dull, and flow? 

Boy . Minime honed Matter* oi rather Mailer no. 

Brag. I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy . You are too fwife fir to fay fo. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gunne '? 

Brag. Sweetelmoakcof Rhccoricke, 
lie reputes me a Cannon, and the B ullet that’shee: 

I flioocc thee at the S waine. 

Boy. Thumpe then and I flee. 

Bra. A moft acute luuenall } voluble and free of grace, 

By thy fauour fweet Welkin, 1 muft figh in thy face : 

Moft rude mclanchollie, Valour giucs thee place. 

My Herald is return’d. 

Enter Page and Clorvne. 

Pag. A wonder Matter, heere’s a Cofiard broken in a fliin. 
Ar. Some enigma, feme Riddle, come, thy Lenuoy begin. 
Clo. No egma, no riddle, no Lenuoy , no falue, in thee male 
fir. Or fir, Plantan,aplaine Plantan: no lenuoy, no lenuoy , no 
Salue fir, but a Plantan : ... 

zAr. By vertuethou enforced laughter,thy filhc thought, my 
fpleene, the hcauingof my lungsprouokes me to ridiculous 

fmiling: Q pardon me my ftars, doth the vnconfideratetake/4&f 

.for lenuoy, and the word lenuoy for z falue ? _ 

Page. Doe the wife thinke them other, , is not lenuoy* Caluet 
zAr. No Page, it is an epilogue or difeourfe to inakc plaine, 
Some obfeure precedence that hath tofore bin faine. 

Now will I begin your morall and doe you follow with my 

lenuoy. 

XheFoxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee. 

Were dill at oddes being but three. 

<Arm. Vntill the Goofe came out of doors, 
Stayingtheoddesby addingfoure. 

Pag. A good Lenuoy > ending in the Goofe : would youue- 
fire more: _ 

Clo. The Boy hath fold him a bargainee Goofe, tnat’snac 
Sir, your pennic- worth is good, snd your Goofe be fat. 

To i ell a B qrgainc well is as cunning as fad and lcofe t 

“* w ' - — 




- " Lottes Labours lojL 

Let me fee a fat Lenuoy , I tbat’sa fat Goofe, 
zAr. Come hither, come hither : 

How didthis argument begin? . 

Boy. By faying that a Cofiord wasbrok.cn in a fliin. 

Then cal’d you for the Lenuoy. 

Clow. True, and I fora Plantan : 

Thus came your argument in : 

Then the Boyes fat Lenuoy ,ihc Goofe that you bought,' 

And he ended the market. 

zAr. Buctellme: How was there a (fiollard broken in a (Iwt 
Tag. I will tell you fencibly. 

(filow. Thou haft no feeling ofit Moth. 

I Will fpeakc that Lenuoy. 

I (fioftard running out, that was fafely within. 

Fell oucr the thrcfljold, and broke my fliin. 

Arm. We will talkenomoreof this matter. 

Clow. Till there be more matter in the (hin. 

Arm. Sirra Cofiard I will infranchife thee. 

Clow. O, marrie me to one Frauds, Hindi foir.e Lenuey , 
fonieGooie in this, 

Arm. By my fweetfoule.I meanc fetting thceatlibcrtie. 
Enfreedoming chyperfon :thou wert cmured, rcftrained, cap*- 
tiuated, bound. 

Clo™. True, true, and now you will be my purgation, and let 

Arm. Igiuetheerhy libertie, fet thee from durance, and ia 
lieu thereof. impuieoB thee nothing but this :Beare thisfignifu 
canr to the Countrey Mzidclayuenata : there is remuneration, 
for the bell ward ot my honours is rewarding my dependants* 
( A r oth, follow. 

P ag. Like thcfequell I. 

Signcur Cofi. r.l adiew. Exit. 

.flofiMy fweet ounce of mans flefla.my in-conic lew: Now 

will i looketolnsremuneration.Remuneration, 0 , that's the La. 
nc word for three farthings.-threefarthingsremuneratio, what’S 

Whf"fr ° f th ’ S - y nclc ? i-H-iio, He giu« you a remuneration: 
X y f ? “ mes w remuneration : Why f Iris a fairer name then 
*rench.crownc. I willneuer buy andiell out of this word. 

- CD Enter 
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tones ttUQWs lost » ” - 

Enter Berownc. 

Fer O my goodknauc Coftard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you hr,How much carnation Ribbon may a man 
buy for a remuneration;? 

i?<r. W h at,is a remuneration ■? 

Cofi. Marueffc hall epennie farthing. 

Ser. O, why then three farthings worth ofSdke*. 

Cafi. I thanks yourworfhip, God be wy you. 

Ber. O flay flaue, 1 muft imploy thee- 
As thou wilt my fauour , good my knaue, 

Doc one thing for me that 1 (hall mtreate. 

£lorc. When would youhaucit done ur? 

Ber. O this after- noone. 

Ho. Well, I willdoe it fir : Fare you well* 

Ber. O thou knoweft not what it is* 
flow. I ihall know fir, when l haue done if, 

Ber . Why viUaine thou muft know firft. 

Clo. I will come to your worlhip to morrow morning . 
Ber*. It muft be done thisaftcr-noone: 

Maikcflauc,itis but this; 

The Princes comesto hunt bcere in the P arke, 

And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie : 

When tongues fpeak fweetly then they name her n^ne s 
And Rofaline they call her, aske for her : 

And to her whyte hand fee thou doe commend 
Thisfeal’d-vp counfaile, There's thy guerdon: goe. 

' dew. Garden, Ofwect garden, better thtnremunersti , 
a leuenpence-f art hin g better s moft fweet gardon. I will dock 
fir in print : gardon, remuneration. extt*. 

Ber. O , and I forfooth in lone, 

I that haue bcencloues whip l 
A verie Beadle to a humorous (igh : A Criucke, 

Nay , anight- watch Gonftable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

Then whom no mortal! fo magnificent. 

This wimpled, whyning, purblindewaward Boy, 
Thisfignior lumas gyant dwatfe Don fapid* 

Regent of Loue- rimes, Lord of folded armes, 

Th’ anno intgd (weraigneof fishes andgroanes s 



m - IslWhl L&V8UP ndf if, 

Hedge of all loyterersand malecontems : 

Drcaxi Prince olPlaccats, King of Codpeeccs, 
Sole Emperator and great generall • 

Of trotting Parritors(Q my little heart) 

And I to be a Corporall of his field, *s. 

Andwcarchis Colours like a Tumblers hoopc. 
Wharf 1 loue, I fuc, Ifeckeawife, 

A woman that islike a Germaine Cloake, 

Still a repairing: euer out of frame, 

Andneuer going a right, being a Watch: 

But being wstcfac, that it may ftili goe right: 
Niy.to be periurde, which is worft of all .* 

And among three, to loue the worft of all, . 

A vvhitly wanton, with a veluet brow. 

With two pitch bals ftucke in her face for eyes, 

I , and by heauen one that will doc the deede, 

T hough Argus were her Eunuch and her guards 
And I to figh for her, to watch for her, 

To pray for hcr,go to : it isa plague 
That Cupid mil impofe for my ncgleft. 

Of his almighty dreadfiill little might. 

Well. I will loue, write,Ggh,pray, fuc grone. 
Some men muft loue my Lady, and Pome lone. 



Mus Jguartus. 



Enter the Prince Jf ?, a Forrcfier^ ber Ladies , and her 
Lords. 

Silt' Was thatthe King that fpurd his horfe fo hard. 

Againft the fteepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know not, but 1 thinkeit was not he. 

W ho ere a was, a fhew’d a mounting rainde * 

Well Lords today wc Ihall haue our difpatch, 

On Saturday we will returne to France. 

Then ForreFlcr my friend, Where isthe Bulh, 

' ^at vve muft ftand and play the mutthcrer in ? 

*' For. 




^srpm wrofi 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice; 

A Stand where you- may make the faireft luootc. 

C)u I thar.ke my beautie, 1 am faire that ftiootc, 
Andthereupon thou fpeak’ft the faired Pnootc. 

Ter. Pardon me Madam/orl meant rot fo. 

What, what ? Firftpraife me, and then again fay no, 

O (hor t liu’d pride.Not faiic ?alacke for woe. 

For. Yes Madam faire. 

Nay,neuer paint menow, 

Where faire is not,piaife cannot mend.thebrow. 

Here (good my glatle) take this for telling true: 

Faire paiitient for foule words, is more then duo* _ 

Tor. Nothing bjit faire is that which you inherit*. 

Qtu Sce;fee my beautie will be lau’cl by merit. 

O heretic in faire, fit ior thefc day es, 

A giuing hand, though foule, (hall haue faire ptailc« 

But come,the Bow : Now Mercy goesto kill. 

And (hooting well, is then accounted ill s 
Thus will I laue my credit in the (hooie. 

Not wounding, pittic would not let me do ? t s 
If wounding i then it was to (hcvsrmy skill, 

That more for praife, thcnpurpplc meant to kill* 

And out of queftion,fo it lstomctifncs. 

Glorie growes guilcic of detefted crimes, 

When tor Fames fake, for prayfe an outward-part, 

We bend to that theworkingof the heart. 

As I for praife alone now fecke to fpill . 

The poore Deeres blood, tha t my heart meancs no ill; 

Boy. Da not cur ftwiues hold thac felfe- loueraigmie 

Onciy for praife fake,\v hen they ftriueto be 
_ lords ore^heir Lords? , 

Qu. Onely for praife, and praife we may afford, 

To any Lady that fubduesa Lord. 

£ -iter Qlatonc. . 

Boy. Here comes a member of the common- wealth. 

Clo. G -id dig.you-den all, pray you which is the head L J 
- c?«.Thou (halt know her fcUow.by the reft that hang no i» c • 
.**t7 /». Which is the greateft Lady k thc highefti 
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j),,. The thickeft , and the tatleft. 
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fh. The tbickcft,& the tailed : it is fo , truth is truth. 

And your wafle Miftris/were as (lender a t ray wit, 

One a.thefe Maides girdles for yourwafte (houldbe fit. 

Arc not youthechiefc womanfYou are the thick eft here? 

Ou. What’s your will fir ? What’s your will? 

Clo. I haue a Letter from Mounfier Berovene, 

To one Lady Rofaline. . . 

QjT, O thy letter, thy letter: He’s a good mend of mine,. 

Stand a fide good bearer. 

Boyet, you can caruc, 

Breakevp this Capon. * 

Bo jet. I am bound to (crue. 

This Letter is tniftooke : it importeth none here: . 

It is writ to Iayuenetta: 

Cu. We willrcadc it, I fweare. 

Breake thcneckc of the Waxc,and cucry one giue eare, 

' Boyet reades, 

B Y heauen,that thou art faire, is moll infallible: true that thou 
art beauteous, truth it felfe that thou art louely : more fair- 
er then faire, beautifull then beauteous? truer then truth it fclfc: 
hauecomiferation on thy hcroicall Vaflall .The magnanimous- 
Sc moftillufiriousKing Copbetxx fet eje vpon the pernicious & 
indubitate Beggar Zeneloyhon'.vcA he it was, that might rightly 
lay yVsri, vidi, vui-. Which to annothanize in the vulgar , O 
bafeand obfcurcvulgar ; videlicet ,Hc came,See,arid cue r came: 
he came one ; fee two jouercame three : Who camefthe King. 
Why did he come? to fee. Why did be fee ? toouercomc. To 
whom came he? to the Beggar. What fa w he { the Beggir.Who 
ouercame- he, ? the Beggar. The concltifion is vi&orie; on 
whofc fide?thc Kingsuhc captiuitie is inricht;On whefe fide ft he 
Beggars, j hecatartrophe is a Nuptialhon whofe-fide? the King-; 
no, on both in one, or one in both, jf am the King (for fo Hands 
the compa.tifon).hou the Beggar v for fo witnrifcth chy lowlines. 
Shu 4 I command thy loue fT may. Shall I enforce thv loue.? I 
eo.iid.Shal ( emrcatechy louefl will. What, (halt xhou exchange 
forragges, roabes ; for.cittlcs titles.- forth* felfe cnec.Thus cx— 
peamg thy reply, I prophanc my lips on thy fcote.my eyes on 
tby.pjaticc, and my heart on thy eucry p.aru 

& 3 . 2 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love's Labour’s Lost (STC 22295) LONDON, 1631 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.2l) OctaVO 






3 toues Labour slop. 

Thine in the deareft deftgne efmdufirie* 

Don Adriano dc Armathe. 

Thus doft thou htare the Nemean Lion roare, 
iGainiVthec thou Lambe that ftandeft as his pray ; 

Submifliue fall bis princely fe et before, 

Arid he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou (kmc )poore foulc) what art thou thco ? 
Foodefor his rage,rcpafture for his den. 

Qu. What plume of feathers is he that indited this Letter ? 
wSatveine ? What Wethercocke ?Did you cuerheate better? 
Boy 1 am much deceiued, but kremerabsr the Hile. 
fht. F.lfe.your memory is bad, going ore it ere while. 
r Boy . This zArmado is a Spaniard that kcepes here in court. 

A Phantafime a Monorcho,and on e that makes lporc 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. 

Qu. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Ou. To whom (hould’ft thou giuc it; 

(flow. From my Lordtomy Lady. 
gb*. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

Clo. From ray Lord Berowne a good mailer of mine s 
To a Lady of France, that hecalPd Rof aline. 

fhu Thou haft miftaken his Lettcr.Cbme Lords away. 
Heereiwcet, put vpthis/cwill be thine another day. Exeunt* 
Boy. Whoisthefhoorer? Who is the {hooter? 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent oi Beautie. 

Bo/a. Why (he that bcares the Bow. Finely put off. . 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marric. 

Hang me by the necke, if homes thatyeare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Wc!lthen,Tam theQiootcr. 

Buy. And who is your Dcare ? 

Rofa. Ifwechooicby the homes, your felfe come not neare. 
Finely put on indeede. 

Marta. You hill wrangle with her Boyet } and'flie fYrikes ac 

the brow. 

~ ' " fioyet . 
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Boyci. But flieher fclfe is hit lower- 

H 7 ofr. Shdl tcLe vpon thee with an old faying, that was* 
man when King Pippin of France was a little boy, as touenmg 

^Boyet So I may anfwctethee withone as old that was a wo- . 
man vvhcnQucene quinouer of Brittaine Whittle wench, as- 

touching the hit it. ...... , • • 

Rofa. Thou catift not hit it,hu it, hit it, 

Thou canftnot hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot , 

And I cannot, another can. EstlU ' 

Clo. By my troth rnoft pleafant, how both did ht if. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit 
Boy. A Marfe ,0 marke but that markka marke fayes my Lady,, 
let the marke baue a prickc in’c, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand, yfaith your hand is out. 

Clo. Indeede a’muft flicote nearer, or hedc ne’re hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, thenbelikeyourhandisin. 

C low. Tnen will fhe get thevpfhoet bydeauing the isin. 

CM a. Come, come, you talkegreafily, your lips grow foule,'. 
Clow. She’s too hard lor you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
boule. / . 

Boy. Ifeare too much rubbing 1 good night my good Oule 0 , 
Clo. By my foulc a S wainc, a moft fimple Clowne. 
lord, Lord, how theLadie.s and I haue put him downe. 

O my troth moft fwcet iefts, moft income vulgar wit, 

When it comes fo fmoothly off/o obfcenely ,as it were fo fit, 
Armathor athto the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him wa'kc before aLady, and to beare her Fan* 

To fire him kill his hnd, snd ow moftfweetly a will fweare^: 
And his Page at other fide, that handful! of wit, . 

Ah heauens, it is moft patheticali nit; 

Sowla,fowla, Exemtl 

Shoote with him*. 

Enter Dte& t Holof ernes, the Tedant and Nathaniel*. 

Nat. Veeyxeuercnt fport truely, and doneinthe tcflimonF/ 
of a good conleiencs, " 
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Ved. Tilt Dcare was fas you know) fanguis in blood ripe as 
aPomcwatcr.who now hangethlikea Icwellinthe care of Ce* 
lo the fkic; the welken,the hcauen, and anon ialleth like a Crab 
on the face of Terra, the (oyle,the land 5 t he earth. 

Curat. Nath, Truely M .Holof ernes, the epichkhcs are fwcetly 
varied like a fchollcr at the leaf!:: but Sir I aflutc ye,it was a Bucke 
of the fir 11 head. 

Hoi. Sir, Nathaniel, hand credo. 

"Dal, ’Twasnot a. baud credo, ’twas a Pricket. 

Hoi. Moll barbarous intimation : yet a kinde of infinuatioR, 
ai it were in via, in way of explication facere : as it were repli- 
cation, or rather oflentare, to {now as it were his inclination af- 
ter his vndrclTed, vnpoliihed,vnediicated,vnpruned, vr.trained, 
or rather vnleccered, or rathereft vnconfirmedfa{hion,ta infeit 
igtine my hand credo for a Deare. 

Dal. I laid the Dsate wasnot a baud credo, ’twas a Pricket. 

Hoi, Twice fod limplicitic , bis cottas, O thou monitor Ig- 
norance, how deformed doll thoulookc. 

Nath. Sir,hchathneuer fed of the dainties that arc bred iu a 
booke. 

He hath not eatc paper as it were: 

He hath not drunke mkc. 

Hisincelle£t is noc rcplcnilhcd, he is onely an animall, onely 
fenflble in the duller parts: and luch barren plants are fet before 
v •, that we thankfull lliould be : which wc tafie and feeling, are 
for thofc parts that fru&ifie in vsmore then he. 

For as it would ill become me to be vaine ,indifcrcet, or a foolej 
So were there a patch fee on Learning, to fee him in a Schools. 
H\xx.omnebene(xi I, being of an old Fathers mindc, 

Mmy can brooke the weather, that louenot the winde. 

Dal. You two are booke-men : can you tell by your wit, 
What was a month old at fains birth.that’s not hue weekesold 

Hoi. Dittipma good man D all, DittijJima goodman D all- 

Dai. What is Dittima ? 

Math. A title to Phoebe, to Luna , to the Moone. 

Ho/.The Moone was a month old when Adam was no mote. 
And wrought not to fitie-weekes when he came to fiuefcore. 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. ' ; 



Tffles Labours, 

D ul. ’Tis true indeed , the Collufion holds in the Exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity, I fay th’allulion holds in the 

*Dat And I fay the pollufion holds in the Exchange: 

for the Moone is neuer but a month old: and 1 fay bclidethat, 
'twas a Pricket that the Princefle kill’d, . 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you heatcan extcmporall Epitaph 
on the death of the Deare.and to humour the ignorant call’d the 

Deare, the Princefle kill’d the Pricket. . 

Njith. Perge , goodM .Holofernes , perge, fo it fnall pleaic 
you to abrogate feur Hit ic. 

Hoi. I will fomethitfg affea the Letter, for it argues facilities 

The pray full Prince fe pearfi andprickt 
a pret tie p leafing Pricket, 

Some fay a Sore , but not a fore, l 

till now made fore with J hooting . 

The Dogges did y ell, pat ell to S ore, 
then S or ell lamps from thicket : 

Or Pricket- fore, or elfe Sorell , 

Thepeople fall a hooting, 

If Sore before , then ell to Sore, 
makes fif tie fores O for ell : 

Of one fore / an hundred make 
by adding bat one more L* 

Tfjtth. A rare talent. 

Dal. If a talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him with a 
falent. 

Nath. This is a gift that I haue Ample : Ample, a foolilh cx- 
nrauagant fpirit, full of formes, figures, lhapes, obie&s, Ideas, 
apprehenfions, motions, rcuolutions, . Thefc are begot in the 
ventricle of memorie, nourilhc in the wombeof Ptimafcr, and. 
deliuered vpon the mellowing of occafion:but the gift is goo j* 
in thofe in whom it is aeute^nd I am thankfull for it. 

Hoi. Sir, I prayfe the Lord for you, and foe may my parilhio- 
ners, for their lonnes are welltutor’d by you, and fheir Daugh- 
sers profit very greatly vnder you: you area good member of the 
^iproon. wealth, Tf 

E Nath-* 
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Nath. Me heroic. If their fonnesbe ingenuous, they (hall 
want no uiftruCiion: If their Daughters be capable , I will put it 
to them. But firfapit quipauca loquitur, afoule Feminine l'aiu» 

tethvs.. 

JE nter Iaquenetta and the Clovene, 

Taaf God giueyou good morrow. M.7Vr/£w» 

N<<tk. M after Pcxfon , quafi Pcrfon? And if oncfhould be perft, 

flow Marry M. Shookmafter.he chat is likcft toahoglhead. 
Hath. Of perfmga Hogshead, a good luftre of conceit hu 
turpn oi Earth Fire enough for a Flint, Pearle enough fora 

SW /fn : , C1 Ckod Mart er Parfon be fo goodasreade mee thisLec: 
te r> it was giuen me by ^Am^andfcinmefromZ)™ Jrmthot 

Ibcfeeehyoureadeit. . rr , 

Nath. Facileprecor gleida, quando peccas ommafub vndn 
ruminat, and fo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, I may fpeakc of 
thee as the traueller doth of Venice, vemckte, vencha, quenon 
te vnde, que non teperrochc. Old Mantuan old MantmnW h 
vndcrftandcth thcc not , vtrefel lamtfaiVndet P“^n fir. 
What arc the contents .? or rather a* Horace fayes in his, What 
snyfouleverfes. 

Hoi. I fir, and verie learned. _ . 

Nath. Lctmehearea ftaffe, aftanze, averfe, LegeTtomm^ 
If Louemake me forfworne, how (hall I fweare to loue. 
Ahneuerfaifh could hold, if not to beautic vowed. 

Though to my felfc forfworn, to thee 11* tanhfull proue,, 

Thofc thoughts to me were Okcs, to the like Olicrs bowe . 

Studiehis byas leaues, and makes his booke thine eyes. 

Where all thofc plcafures liuc, That Art would comprehend,. 

If knowledge be the Marke, to know thee (hall fuffice. 

Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant that foule 5 tbat feesthee without wonder. 

W hich is to me fome pray fe, that I thy parts admire; . 

Thy eye /^lightning bearcs,thy voyce his dreadful! chuncie 
Which not to anger bent, is mufique, and fweet fare. 

Celeftiall as thou art, O pardon Loue this wrong, 

That fings hsauens praife with fuch an earthly tongue, ^ 
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vumii Emrm 4 wp: 

Fed. You finde not the Apoftrophas s and fo mifle the acccne. 
Let me fuperuife the cangcnet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the elegan- 
cy, facilitie, and golden cadence of poefie caret : Ouidius Njtfo 
was the man. And why indeede Naf o , but for fmelling out the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the ieskes ofinuention imitarieis 
nothing : fo doth the Hound his Matter, the Ape his keeper, 
the tyred Horfe his rider : But T>amojella Virgin , Was this di- 
rected to you ? 

Iaqu. Ifir,fromoneMounfier Berorwe, one of theftrange 
QueenesLords. 

Nath. I willouerglance the fuperfeript. 

'To tbe fwiv-vchitc hand of the moji beauteous Lady Rofaline. I 
willlooke againe on the intellect of the Letter, for the nomina- 
tion of the partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

Tour Ladifbips it all defircdimplojment ,Bcrowne, 

Per. Sir Holbfernes, this Bcroivne is one of the Votaries with 
the King, and here he hath framed a Letter toafequent of the 
flrangcr Queencs : which accidentally , or by the way of pro- 
greffion, hath mifearried. Trip and goe my fweete, dcliuerchis 
Paper intothe hand of the King, itraayconcernc’much: ftay 
not thy complement, I forgiue thy duetie, adue. 

Maid. Good Cofiardgo with me : 

Sir God laue your life. 

C°fi- Haue with thee my girle. Exit '. 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in thefeare of God very reliei- 
©ufly : and as a certaint Fathet (aith. 

Bed. S’rtcll me not of the Father, I doefeare colourable colors' 
out to return to the vcrfes^did they pleafe you fir Nathaniel ? 
T{at' Marueilous well for the ptn. 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers ofacertaine Pupillof 

uble’wS-^ 61118 ! 1615 ^ it fliallpkaft you to gratifiethe 
table wirira «race , I will oaray priuiledge I haue with the 
parents of the forefaid Childe or Fupill, vndStake yo Ur /;<«; vo- 
nuto where I will proue thufe Vcrfesto be very vnlearned 

lup^ffc of y0U,0! fM ‘ 0£ifflie C fai ' hthc ■«)«*= 
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Ped/tf, 
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Peda. And eertes the text moft infallibly concludes it. Sir I 
doe inuitc you too, you fliall not fay me nay *, pauca verba. 

Away the gentlcs.are at their game, and we will to our rectta, 

auon« 

TLyiter Berowne with a P'afsr in his hand, alone* 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Dearc,. 

I am courfing rr.y felfe. , . . • 

They haue citcht aToyle,I amtoylingmapytch.piteh that de- 
files; defile a foulc word ; Well, fee thee do wne lor row; ferfo 
they fay the foolc faid^andio lay I, and 1 the foolc : wellpxoucd 
wit. By the Lord this Loue is as mad as zsfiax, it kils Iheepe, it 
kills nice,! alh«cp:well proued againe a my fide.I will not loue; 
if I dpc hangmee ; yfaith I wiilnoji.O buther eyetby this light, 
but for her eye, I would not loue her ; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye m my tbroate. 
By bcauen 1 doe loue, and it hath taught me. to Rime, and to be 
mallichollie : and here is part of my Rime, and heere my mal- 
lichoiic. Well, flie hath one a’my Sonnets already, theUowne 
bore it, the foolc fentit, and the Lady hath it : fwcet Clowne, 
tweeter Foole, fweeteft Lady. By the world, I would not care* 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper, 

God giuehim grace to grone. 

He Bands afide* The King entreihi . 

Ber. Shot by heauemproceede fwcet f'upidfhou haft thutnpt 
him with thy Birdbolc vnder t he lei t pap : in faith fccrets. 

Kina. Sofweeta killc the goldenSunnc giucs not, 

'To .thole frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their trefli rayfe haue fmot. 
Thenightof dew that on my cheekesdowne flowed 
Nor Primes the bluer Mooncone balfe fo br ighr. 

Through the traufparantbolojneof the deepe, 

A? doth thy face through tearcs of mine giue lights 
Thou fhinllin euery tearethatl doe weepe, 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee : . 
go rideil thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tearcs that fwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my griefs will (how j 



But doc not loue thy felfc,then thou wilt keeps 
My teares for glaffcs,and ftill make me weepe. 

O Queenc of Quccncs^how fair* doll thou cxcell, 

No thought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefes? lie drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues fhade folly. Who is he comes heer ? 

Enter Longetuile: T heKingfieps afde 0 

What Longauill , and reading { liften eare. 

Ber. Now in thy likeneffe, one more foolc appearc. 

Lent. Ay me, I am forlworne. 

Ber. W hy, he Comes in likeaperiure, wearing papers.. 

Long. In loue 1 hope, fwectfellowihip infhame. 

Eer '. One drunkard loues another-of the name. 

Lon. A m I the firft, that haue beerae.pcriut’d fo f 
Ber. 1 could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know. 
Thou makeft the triumphery, the corner cap offocictic. 

The (hape of Loucs Tiburne,chat hangs vp fimplicitie. 

Lon. I fearethefeftubborn lines lack power to. moue, 

O fwcet Maria, EmprefTe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I tears, anti write in prefe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gar d son wanton Cupids hofc,. 

Diffigure not his Shop. 

Lon. This fame (hall goei 

He resides the Sonnet. 

D id not the he Mien! y Rhetorick. of thine eye , . 

Gain ft whom the world cannot hold argument 
Per/wade my heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

’Verves for thee broke deferues not punijhmento. 
Awomanl for [wore t but- 1 will propte. 

Thou being a Goddeffe y Iforfwore not thee. 

JHy vow was earthly , thou a heauenly Loue. 

T by grace bet tg gain’d, cures all difgrace in me. 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

Then .thou fairs Sun, which on my earth doe ft fhine a* 
Exhalefi this vapor-vow, in thee it is ; 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine : 

If by me. broke, what foole is not fo wife , 

To lofe an oath } to win a Paradife i , 

£ 3 Me re . 




Ber. This is the liucr vein®, which makes flefli a deitie* 
A Greene Goofc, a Coddetle, pure pure Idolatric. 

God amend vs, God amend, wc are much out o’th’way. 

SnterDumaine. 

Lon. By whom (hall I fend this (company?) Stay. 

Bero. All hid, all hid, an old infant play, | 

Likca demie God, here fit I in the skie. 

And wretched fooles fecrets heedfully ore-eye . 

More Sackes to the myllJi O heauens 1 haue my wtlh, 
j Dumaine tranlform’d ,foure Woodcocks in a diib. 

Dmv. Omoftdiuine Kate, 

Bero. O moft prophane coxcombe. 

D urn. By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. 

Bero. By earth (he is not, corporall, there you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haires forfoulehath amber cored. 
Ber. An Amber coloured Raueu was well noted. 

, "Dam. As vpright as the Cedar. 

Ber. Stoopc I lay her (houlder is with-child. 

Dum. Asfaircasday. 

Ber. I as fome daye f ,butthetfno Sunnc rauftfliine. 
Dum. O that 1 had my with' 

Lon. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Ber. Amen, fo I had mine : Is not that a good word ? 
Dum. \ would forget her, b ut a Feuer fhc 
Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be. 

Ber. A Feuer in your bloud, why then inciOon 
Woiddlet her out in Sawcers,fweet mifprifion. 

Dum. Once more lie rc„d the Ode that 1 haue writ. 
Ber. Once more He roarke how Loue can vary Wit. 

Dumainereadeshis Sonnet. 

O n a day^alacf the day s 

Loue , whofe Month is etterj LMay, 

Speed a bio fame faffing faire, 

P lay ingin the vs ant on ay re : 

• ' Throughthe Vcluct, leaues tbervinde, 

■sill v»fcene } can paffagefmde. 



3 
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That the Loner ficke to death , 
jytfl, himfelfe the heauens breath. 
cAyre( quoth he ) thy cheekes may blowe, 
zAyre, mould / might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand ts freer ne , 

Nere to p/ucke thee from thy throne 
Vow alacke for youth vnmeete , 

Touth fo 'apt to plucke a fweete. 

Doe not call it finne in me , . 

Thai I am forfmorne for thee* v 

Thou for whom loue mould [wearef 
Iuno but an zAthiopc were, 
zAnd denie himfelfe for loue. 

Turning mortall for thy Loue. 

This will! fend, and foraethingelfe more plainer. 
That fhall exprefie my crue-loues failing paine. 

Q would the Kin^Berowne and Longauill, 
WereLouers two, ill to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a periur’d note : 

For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Lon. Dumaine , thy Loue is farrefrom charitiCj 
That in Loues gri efe defir’ft focietie : 

You may Iooke pale, but I ihould blufii I know. 

To be ore-heard,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir, youblufh: a; his youftrafe is fuchj, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 

You doc not Loue iJMaria ? Longauile, 

Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile ; 

Norncuerlay hi. wreathed armes atwhart 
Hislouing bofome,to keepe downe his heart. 

I haue bcene clofely fhrowded in this bufh. 

And markeyou both, and for you both did blufh. 

I heard your guilty Rimes, obferu’d you faifaion „• 

Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your paftiom 
Aye me, fay es one ! O loue i the other cries 1 
On her haires were gold, Chriftalltheothers eyes. 
You would for Paradifc breake Faith and troth' 

And Wor your Loue, would infringe an oath. . 
Dr™ Wi UBerowne lay, when that he fhall heare 
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Faith infringed t which ftichzeale did iSvcare. 

How will he fcorne? how will he ipend bis wit ? 

How will he triumph, leape, and laugh at it t 

For all the wealth that eucr I did fee, 

I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bers. Now ftep I forth to whip Hypocnfie, 

Ah good rov Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart' What Grace haft thou thus to reprouc 
Thefc wormes for louiug, that art molt in loue . 

Your eyes doe make mo couches in your tearcs. 

There i s no certaine PrincelTe that appeares. 

You’ll not be periut’d , ’cis a hatefull thing. 

Tu(h none but Minftrels like of Sonneting. 

But are you not albam’d ? nay, arc younot 
All three of you, to be thi^ much ore (hoc . 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fee . 

But I a beatnc doe findc in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fool’ry haue Ifeenc. 

Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teenc : 

0 me, with wnat drift patience haue I lar. 

To fee a Kingtranformedto a Gnat i 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Giggc, 

And profound Salomon tuning a Iyggc l 
And TZefior play atpufli-pin with the Boyes, 

And Criticks r^^iaugh at idle toylcs. 

Where licsthy griefefO tell megood 'Duma tne\ 

And gentle Lone mill, where lies thy panic f 
And wheremy Liedges ? allabout thebreft: 

A Candle hoa ! 

Kin. Toobitter is thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ? 

Ber Notyou by me, but I betrayed to you* 

1 chatamhoncftjl that hold it ftnnc 
To breake thevow I am ingagedin. 

I am betrayed bykseping company 

W i th men, like men of inconftancie. _ 

When lhall you fee me write a thing in rime l 
Or gronefor Ioane ? or fpend aminutes time. 

In pruning race, when lhaU you hcare that I wUpraifc a hand^a 

• .. _ 
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" Loues Labours loft. 

loot, a face, an eye; a gate, aftate, abrowj a breft, 
legge.alimme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a- way fofaft ? 

A true man, or a theefe, that gallops fo. 

Ber I poll from Loue, good Louer let me go e 

Snter laquenctto, and Chwne, 

Iaque. God blcffe the King. • 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there? 

Clow, Some certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

C/e. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifitmarrcnothingncither. 

The treafon and you goe in peace away together. 

Iaejue. I befecch your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perion naif doubtsit: it was treafon he faid. 

Kin. Berowne , read it ouer. He reads the Lettero 

Kin. Where hadft thou it? 
lacjiee. Of Cojlard , 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

Cofi. Of Dan A dr am ad: 0, ‘Dun asddrimtdio. 

Kin. How now, what isin you ? why doll thou teare it? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a toy : your grace needcs not feare ir. 
-Le g.lx did rnoiie him to paflion,and therefore let’s faeare ir,' 
SDum. Iris S erownes writing, artd hecre is his name. 

Ber.hh you where fon logger head you were borne to doe roe 
lhame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty ; Iconfefle,IconfelTe. 

Km n What? 

mcGe' Thaty ° U t ^ reC ^ 00 ^ cs> kekt raec f°°fo, to make vp the 

He, he, and you : and you my Liedge, and I, 
^ r 1.P ick i-P, urfcsi " loUe >a«d vve deferueto die. 

* ra ' . r , 1IS audience, and 1 (hall tell you more. 

Now the number is euen 

Clo. Walk afide the true folke,and let the tray tors flay. 

Ber, Sweet Lords ; fwcct Lowers, O let vs imbracc, 7 

F “ — As 




torntmursl^T 

k . true we areas-fleth and bloudcanbe 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will Ihewhis face : v 

Young bloud doth not obey an old decree, 

We cam.ee erotTe the caofc why we arc borne ; 

Therefore of all hands muft we be forfvvorne, 

1 A^r What did thefe rent lines Ihcw Ionic loue of thine? 

bid they quoth you ? Who fees the heauenly Rofdm, 
Tba like a rude and fauage man of I”de.) 

M the fii'ft opening of the Gorgeous a # 

Bowes not his vaffall head, and ftrooken Mode* 

Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient brcait 
What pereraptorie Eaglc-fighted eye 
Dares looke vpon the lieauen of her brow. 

My Loue (her Miftreffe) isa gracious Mcone, 

■ghee (an attending Statre) fcarcefcenc alight, 

Ber. Myeyesarether.no eyes, nor I Berowne, 

O but for my Loue day would turne tonight, 

Of all complexions the cul’dfoueratgncty. 

Doe meet as at aFaire in her fairc cheeke, 

VV here feuer all Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants, that want n felfe doth tecKe. 

Lend me the florifli of all gentle tongues , 

Fie painted Rhctoricke, O ihe needs it not. 

To things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She paflfes praife, then praife too fhort doth bio., 

A withered Hermite , flu eftore winters worr.e. 

Might (bake of fifty , looking in her eye : 

'Beaatydoth varnifli Age, as if new borne. 

And aiucs the Crutch the Cradles intanae. 

O’tis the Sunne, that m keth all things mine. 

Kina . By heauen, thy Loue isblacke asEbotue. 

Ber or,. Is Ebonielike her ? O word diuinc ? 

A wife of f«eh wo.od were fcHcitic. ( 

O who can giue an oath ? Where is a Boose > 

That I may fweare beauty doth beauty lacitc,. 

If thaclheleamc not of her eye to looke % 

N&iacs. is faire that is not fulifoblackeo. 











Lorn Labours JofU 

Kin. O paradoxc.Blacke is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons, and the Sehoole of night : 

And beauties crcft becomes the heauen s well. 

Ber. Deuils fooneft tempt refemblingfpirUS of light. 

O if in blacke my Ladies browes be deckt. 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauilh doters with a falfc afped : 

And therefore is flie borne to make black, faire. 

Her fauour turne $ the falhion of the dayes, 

Fornaciuebloudis counted painting now. 

And therefore red, that would auoyd dil praife. 

Paints it felfe blacke, to imitate her brow . 

Dum. Tq looke like her are Chimny- fweepersblacke. 

Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted brigh t. 

Kintr. And tsEtbiops o'f their fweet complexion cracke c 

Dm/. Dark needs no Candles now, for darkis light. 

Ber. Your Miflrefles dare neuer come in raine. 

For feare he r colours (hould be wafht away . 

Kin, 'T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plainc, 
Ilcfindeafairerfacenotwalhtcoday. • ^ 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 

Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo much as dice, 

Duma. I neuer knew man hold vile If uffe fo deere. 

Lon. Looke heer’g thy Loue,my foot and her face fee. 

Ber. O if the (Ireetes were paued with thine eyes. 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

Duma. O vile, then as (he goes what vpwardlies £ 

The ftreet (hould fee as Ihe walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this are we not all in loue ? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfwornc. 

Kin. Then leaue this chat, and good Berowne now proue 
Our louingjlawfull, and our faith not tome. 

Dum. 1 marry there, fome flattery for thiseuill. 

Long. O fome authority how to proceed, 

Some tricks, fome quiilcts, how to cheatthc Diuell. 

Dum. Some laiue for periurie. 
o ’tis mor then neede. 

Haue at you then aft ftioos men atarmes, 

Confidcr what you firft aid fweare vnto .• 

~ Fa To 



Loues Labours lott. 

To fell, to Rudy , and. to fee no woman ! 

Fiattrcafon againfl the Kingly Rate of youth; 

Say, can you fafl i your Aomacks are coo young. 
And abflinence ingenders maladies* 

And where that you haue vowd to fludief Lords; 

I n that each of you haue forfwotnc his Booke. 

Can you Rill dreams and pore, and thereon lookc,. 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of fiudies excellence* 

Wit hour the beautie of a womans face , 

From womens eyes this doftrine 1 deriuc. 

They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academy 
From whence doe fpring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, yniuerfall plodding poyfons vp. 

The nimblefpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during affcion tyres 
The finnowy vigour of the crauellcr. 

Now for not looking ona womans face. 

You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes. 

And fludic too, the caufer of your vow. 

For where is any Author in the world, 

Teaches fuch beautie as a womans eye .* 

Learningisbutanadiun$to ourfclfe. 

And where we are, our Learning likewife is. 

Then when our felucswe fee in Ladies eye. 

With our felues. ; 

Poe we -not likewife fee our Learning there-. 

O wchauemadc a Vow tofludic. Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forfworne our Bookes % 
For when would you( my Liege) or you, or you > 
In leaden contemplation haue found out, 

Such fiery numbers, asthe prompting eyes 
Of beauties tutors haue inricht you with : 

Other flew Arts intirely keepe the braine ; 

And therfore finding barren pra&izers. 

Scarce Ihc w a haruefl of their heauie toyle. 

But Loue firfl learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liuesnot alone craurcdin the braine • 

Sut with the motion of all Elements, 






jQues Labour s ] 

Coutfes as fwift as thought in euery power. 

Andgiuesto euery power a double power, 

Abouc their funaions and their offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to the eye: 

A Louers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind, 

A Louers eare will heare the lowefl found. 

When the fufpitious head of theft is flopt. 

Loues feeling is more foft and fenfible, 

Then are the tender homes of Cockled Snailesi 

Louestongucproues dainty, Bacchus grollcin tafle, 

For Valour, is not Loue a Hercules ? 

Still eliming trees in the Hefporides, 

Subtill as SphinxAS fweetandniuficall 
As bright Apollo's Lute, Arung with his haire. 

And when Loue fpeakes, the voyce of all the Gods,' 

Make heauen drowfie with the harmonie. 

Ncuer durfl Poet tou ch a pen to write. 1 

Vntill hislnke were tempred with Loues fighes i 
O then his lines would rauifh fauage eares, 

Aud plant in Ty rants milde humilicie. 

From wcomens eyes this doftrine I deriuc. 

They fparkle Rill the right Promethean fire. 

They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 

That (hew, containc, and nourifli allthc world. 

Fife none at all in ought proues excellent. 

Then fooles you were, thefe women to forfweare s 
Or keeping what is fworne, you will proue fooles, , 

For wifdomesfakea word, that all men loue: 

Or for loues fake, a word chat loues all men. 

Or for Mens fake, the author of chefc Women s 
Or Womens fake, by whom we men, are M en. 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to find our (clues. 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes s 
It is religion to be thus forfwor-nc. 

For Charitie it felfc fulfills the Law : 

And who can feuer Loue from Charitie. 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the fielda 
Ber. Aduanceyour Aandards, and vpon them Lords, - 
Felljiucll, downe with them: but befuftaduis’d. 

Fa 



In; 
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houes Labours /of*. 

la confiia that you get the Sunne ofthan. 

Low. Nowto plaine dealing, Lay thefeglozcsby. 
Shall wc refoluc towoc thefc girles of trance ? 

Kiv. And winnc them too, therefore let vs delate. 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Ben Firftfrom the Park, let vs conduct them thither. 
Then homeward cuery man attach thehand 
Of his fairc Miftreff'e, in the afternoone 
We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them: 

Such as the (horcnclTe of the time canlhape, 

For Reuels, Dances, Maskcs, and meme houres 
Forc.runne faire Louc, ftrewing her way with flowers. 

Kin. Away, away, no time (hall be omitted. 

That will be tune, and may by vsbe fitted. 

Ber. Alone, alone lowed Cockell, reap d no Corne, 
And luftice alwayes whirlesin equallmealure : 

Light Wenches may proue plagues to men tori wornc, 
If fo our Copper buye s no better rreafure. E xeunt. 



Jtfus guartus. 



Enter the Pedant, ('urate and 'Dull* 



bewe ftarir^nd^rcntcntious 7 - pleafant without fcurnllitie, wit* 

. , audadoJs ^ho»« H»pnd^>»rf 

without opinion, and ftrange without ® re '^ c _ w ho is inti- 

thi %a**nkm day with acompamon of the Kings, who is inti 
tolcd.uommitcd, or calltd, 

peremptorie , his tongue filed, his eye a * d h g . 

icmcall. and hu gcnmllbchmoilrvainc, n d.eulo iiv 
fonicall. He is too picked, too fprucc, too afieited, too 

it were too pereerinatc.as 1 may call it. 

C«rM. Amoar,»goteaDd|h^«^«, w ^ OTfe 
He draweeh out the thred ofhisvsrbofitie, 
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the ftap-c ofhisargument. I abhor fuch phanaticailphantahms, 
Ihch infociable and poynt deuiie companions, fuch rackets Oi 
ortoaraphie, as to lpeake douefine, when he ihould faydoubc; 
det when he thould pronounce debt ; d cbtnotdert heclep- 
eth’a Calf.Caufc : halfc,haufe:neighbour vacatur nebourjneigh 
abreuiatedne: thisisabhominable, which he wouldcailabho- 
minable : it infinuateth me of infaimc ; ne mtclhgts uomtne, to 
makefranticke,lunaticke < 

Cur <*• Lews deo, bene intelligo, , f . 

Bed* .Borne boon for boon prefeian, alittle fcratcht/tWll Mm* 
Enter Bragart, Boy. 

Carat, Videsneqnisvenit'i , 

Peda. Video, & gattdeo. I 

Brag . Chirra. 

Peda. fHpari Chirra, not Siira? 

Brag, Men of peace well incountred. 

-Bed. Moftmilitaric firfalutation. 

Boy. They haue beencata great feaft of Languages, ana; 
ftolnc feraps. 

(flow. O they haue liu’d long on the Almes-basket of words,! 
maruellthy M. hath not eaten thee for a word, for thou art not 
fo long by the head as honcrihcabilnudmitatipus ; Thou art 
eafier (wallowed then a flapdragon. 

Page. Peace, the peale begins. 

Brag. Mounfier, are younotlcttred? 

Pag. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Home-booke: 

What is Ab fpcld backward with the home on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, puentid with a horneadded. 

'Pag. Ba moll feely Shcepc, with a home ryouhearc his lear- 
ning. 

Peda. ffhtis quis t thou Confonant ? 

Page. The laftafchc fiue Vowelsif You repeate them,ortlie 
fife iff. 

Peda. I will repeate them: ael. 

Page. The fheepe, the other two concludes it 0 u. 

Brag. Mow by the fait wane of the meditcraneum, a fweet* 
tutch , ; qui.ke veineweof wit, fnipfnap, quick and home, ic. 
reioyceth my intellea, true wit. 

Page,. 
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~wes lud&dUy i top 

Page. Offered by achildeto anolde mao : which is wit 0 
old. 

Peda. What is the figure ? What is the figure ? 

Page. Hornes. 

c peda. Thou difputcs like an Infant: goc whip thy Gigge, 

Pag, Lend me your Horne to make one , and 1 will whip a- 
bout your Infamie vnum cita a gigge of a Cuckolds home. 

(fl ore. And 1 had blit one pennie in the world, thou Ihould’ft 
haue it to buy Gingerbread : Hold, there is the very Remunera. 
tion I had of thy Matter, thou hatte pennie purfe of wit, thou 
Pidgcon-cgge of difcretion.OAnd the hcauens werefopleafed, 
that thou wert but my baftard; what a ioyfull father wouldft 
thou make mee? Goeto,thou hatt it ad dungtl t at the fingm 
ends as they fay. . 

Peda. Oh I fmellfalfc Latins, dmghel. for vnguem. 

Brag, islrtj-man praarnbulat, wc will bcfmgled from the 
barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the Chargc-houfc on 
the top of the Mounraine ? 

Teda. Or Atom thshM. 

Brag. At yourfwecteplcafure, for the Mountaine. 

Peda. I doe fans quefiion . 

Bra. Sir, it is the Kings fweet pleafure and affe&ion, tocon- 
gratulate the Princefleat her Pauillion, in the poftcriorsohbhs 
day, which the rude multitude call the aitcr-noone. 

Bed. TheToJtcrigroi the day, unoft generous fir, is liable, 
congruent, and meafurcablc for the afternoon: the word is 
well culd.chofe fweet, and apt I doc allure fir, I doe allure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar* 
I doc allure you very good friend: forwhatis inward between® 
vs, let it paffe. 1 doe bcfeech thee remeber thy curtefie. I befecch 
thee apparrcll thy head :and among other importunate Sc raoft 
ferious defigns,& of great import indeed too:but let that patTe, 
for I mutt tell thee it will pleafe his Grace(by the world )foine- 
cime toleane vpon my poore Shoulder, and with hisroyallfingtf 
thus dallie with my excrement, with my mufhehio.- but fwcctc 
heartier that paffe. By the world I recount no fable, fomc certain® 
fpeciall hpnoursit pleafeth his greatnclfc to impart to tsirma* 
ds a Souldicr, a man of^trauell, that hath feene the world : hut 
let that pallcjthe very all of, all is: but fweet heart 1 doe impl°r e 
" - • r 1 lccrccie 
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fecrecle that the King would haue mee prefent the Pnnceffe 
f fweet chucke) with fome delightfall oftentation, or fhovv or 
page ant, or anticke, or fire-worke : Now, vnderftanding that 
the Curate and ycur fweet felfc are good at fuch eruptions, and 
fodainc breaking out of myrch ( as it were ) I haue acquainted 
you wkhall,tothe end tocraueyour afliftance. 

Peda.Si.it you (hall prefent before her the nine Worthies,' 
Sir, Helof 'ernes , as concerning fome entertainment of time, fome 
fliow in the pofteriorof this day, to berendred by our affiftants 
the Kings commanchand this moffgallout.iUiitlrace and learned 
Gentleman, before the Princette : 1 iay none fsfitas topreicnc 
the Nine Worthies. 

Curat, where yyiil you fi13.de men worthie enough to prefent 
them ? 

Peda. lofua your felfc : my felfc, and this Gallant gentle- 
man Judas Maccabeus-, this S.waiuc(b«caufi: of his great limrae 
orioynt) lhallpaile Pow.pey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Bra%. Patdon fir errors H< is not quantiue enough for that 
Worthies thumb, he is not lo big as the end ot his Club. 

Peda. Shall 1 haue audience t he fhall prefent Hercules in 
minoritie : his enter and exit fhall be ftrar gling a Snake ; and I 
will haue an Apologit for that purpofe. 

Tag. An excellent dcuice: foifany of the audience hide, you 
may cry. Well done Hercules , now thou cruflieftthe Snake; 
that is the way to make an offence gracious, though few haue 
the grace to doe it. 

Brag. For the rett of the Worthies ? 

Teda. I will play three my felfc. 

Pag. Thrice worthie Gentleman. 

Brag. Shall I tell y ou a thing. 

Peda. Wc attend. 

Brag. Wc will haue, if thisfadge not.an Antique, I bcfeech 
you follow. 

wbd^" 8 00 ^* man Dully thou haft fpoken no word all this 

Dull, Nor vndcrftood none neither fir. 

Ped, Alone, we will imploy thee. 

Dull. He make one in a dancc,or fo:or I will play on the Ta- . 

or to the Worthies, andlet them dancethe hey. 



G 



Ped 
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— lajuvs IsdMW 1 
Ted. MoftjD^honcft^D^toourfportaway. Exit.. 

Enter Ladies,. 

gu. Sweethearts we fhall be rich ere we depart, 

aCa^g^aO 

O*. Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Kune, 

A s would be cram’d vp in a (heet of paper 
Writ on both Tides the leafc, mat gent and all. 

That he wasfaine to feale on c »P ids ™™\ . , . 

Rof a. That was the way to make his God- 
For he hath beene fiue thoufand y eeres a Boy . 

Kath He made her melancholy , fad and hcauy , and fo 

■j& ™rr m - 

Kat. You’ll matre the light by taking it m fnuffc. 

Therefore Ile.darJtely end the argument J 

Ka. You waigh me not, O that s you ca 

BU Tiiofaliney you .haue a fauour too. 

Who fent it ? and what is it ? 

Rofl I would you knew 

And if ray face were but as faire as yours. 

My Fauour were as great, be wunclfc this. 

Nav I haue vetfes too* 1 thankc Rerownei 
The numbers ceuc, and were the numbring too i . 

IMK «*«!§•. 




I am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawnc my piflureinhis letter. 

£ht. Anythinghke ? ; 

Rdf. Much in the letters, nothing m the praifc. 
ad. Beauteous , as Incite : a good concluliofi. 

JCat, Faire as a text B.in a Coppie booke. 

Rof. Ware pcnfils.HowM.et me not dicyourdebtor* 
Mv red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

Othatyour face were full of Ocs. * • ■ 

gu. APox of that ieft, and I belbrcwall Shrowew 
But Katherine, what was fentto you 
From faire Dumawei 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 

J>)u, Didhenotfendyoutwaine'? 

Kat. Yes Madame and roorcouer, 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithful! Loucr. 

A hugetranflationofHypocriGe, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie. 

Mar . This,andthefePcarls,to me fent Lengauiie, 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Qu. I thinke no lelfc : doll thou wilh in heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter (host. 

Mar. I, or I would thefc hands might neuer part. 
Quee- W e are wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 
Rof. They arc worfe fooles to purchafc mocking fo.' 
That fame Berowne ile torture ere I goe. 

0 that I knew he were but in by th’weeke. 

How 1 would make him fawne, and begge, and feeke^ 
And waite thefeafon, and obferue the times, 

And fpend hig prodigall witsin booties rimes. 

And lhape his fcruice wholly to roy dcuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud thatiells. 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his Hate, 

That he Ihould be my foole, and I his fate. 

£1*? None are fo furely caughc, when they arc catchy 
As wit turn’d foole, follic in Wifdome hatch’d : 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpe of Schoole, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole i 
Rof. Thebloud of youth burns not with fuch exccffe. 
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Jjmes Labour s lojt. 

As Grauities reuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follie in Fooles bcares not fo ftrong a note, 
Asfool’ryin the wife, when Wit doth dote :. 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To pioue by Wit, worth infitnpUcitie. 

' Enter Bo jet. 

Qu. Hccre comes fioyet, and mirth in his face. 

Boy. O I am ftab’d with laughter, Whet's her grace t 

ffu. Thy n^vves 8 oytt t 

Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare. 

Arme Wenches, arme,incounters mounted are ‘u 
Againft your peace, Louedoch approach, difguis’d ; 
Armed in arguments, you’ll be (urpriz’d, 

Muftcr your Wits, (land in your owne defence, 

Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flie hence. 

Qh. Sainc Dennis to S. Cupid : What arc they 
That charge their breath againft vs ? Say (cout fay. 

Boy. Wider the coolefliadeof a Siccamore, 

I thought to clofe mine eyes feme halfc an hour* & 
When lo to interruptmy purpos’d reft, 

Toward that (hade I, might behold addreft 
The King and his companions : warely 
1 ftolc into a neighbour thicket by. 

And oucr-hcard, what you ftiallouer-heare t. 

That by and by difguis’d they will be heere. 

Their Herald is a prettie knauifh Page ; 

That well by heart hath con'd his EmbaiTage, 

Aftion and accent did they teach him there. 

T husmuft thou fpeake, andthus thy body bears. 
Andeuer and anon they made a doubt, 

Prcfen.cc Maiefticall would put him out: 

.For quoth the King, an AngcHftialc thou fee : 

Yet fcare not thou, but (peake audacioufly. 

The Boy reply’d,an Angell issoc euill: 

1 fhould haue rear’d her, had (hee becnc a deniil. 

Wrh thac all laugh’d, and clap’d him on the (boulder. 
M aking the bold wagg by their prayfes bolder. 

One rub’d his elboe thus, and fleer’d, and fwore, 
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A better (peech was neuer (poke before. 

Another with hisfinger and his thumb , 

Cry’d via, we will doo’t, come what will come. 

The third he caper’d and cried all goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he fell 
With that they all did tumble on the ground. 

With fuch a zealous laughter fo profound. 

That in this fpleene ridiculous appearcs. 

To checke their folly paflions (olernnc teares, 

C)»ee. But what, but what, comecbey to vifitvs ? 

• < Boy. They do, they do-, and are apparel’d thus. 

Like iJMufcomtes, or Ruffians, as I gelfc. 

Their purpofe is to parlcc , to court , and dance, 

Andcuery one his Lou e- feat will aduance, 

Vmo hisfcuerall Miftres : which they’ll know 
By fauors feucrall, which they did beftow. 

Sluyen. And will they fo ? the Galhnts (hall be task 
ForLadicsj we willeucryone bemaskt. 

And nor a man of them (hall haue the grace 
Defpighc of fute, to fee a Ladies face. 

Hold Rofaline, thisFauour thou (hah wears. 

And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 

Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and giue roe thiue ’ 

So (hall B crown: take me for R ofdline. 

And change yourFauours too, fo (hall your Loues 
Woo contrary, deceiu’d by chcfe remoues. 

Bo fa. Come on then, weare the tauours mod in fight, 

Kath. But in this changing. What is your intenr ? 
ffucene. The effect of my xntentisto croltc theirs: 

They doe it but in mocking merriment, 

And mockefor mockeispaely my intent. 

Their feucrall counfelsthey vnboforae (hall. 

To Loues miilooke, and fo be mockc wichall, 

Vpon the nest occafion that we mcete , 

With Vifkges difplayd , to talke and greetc, 

Rofa. But (hall we dance, if they dehre vstoo’t ? 

Slffen. No, to the death we wtll not tnoue a foot, 

Wor to their pen’dlpeech render we no grace: 

But while tisipokc,each tiirne away his face, 

G s m». 



william shakespeare Love’s Labour’s Lost { stc 22295) London, 1631 the British library (C.34.k.2i) Octavo 



Lottes Labours loftj 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepershcaEt, 

And quite diuorcc his memory from his part. 

gjtec. Therefore I-doeit, and I make no doubt. 

Tile reft will ere come in, if he beout. 

Thercs no fuch fport, asfport by fport orcthrownc : 

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our ownc. 

So (hall weftay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt 3 depart away with fti?me. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds,be maskqthe maskers come. 

Enter Black^rnoores with muf eke the Boy with a f pee ch , and the 
reft of the Lords -dtjgutf id. 

7 fare, All haile the richefi B entities on the earth. 

Be r. Beauties no richer then rich T eft ata. 

Pag.iA holy parcetlof the fair eft dames that ester turn 4 their 

hackesio mortallviewes. 

ThcLadies turne their baekes to him* 

Bcr. Their eye svillaine, their eye*. 

pair. That ester turn’d their eyes temortallviewes. Out 
Boy. True, out indeed. . 

Pag, Out ofyourfauQUrs heauenlyfpnts vouch] aje 

'jtfot to beholds* 

Bcr. Once to behold, rogue, 

<Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne^b earned eyes^ 

With jour Sunne^b earned eyes* '• # 

Boy* They will not anlwcr to thatEpithitc, 

You were heft call it daughter beamed eyes. 

par. They doe notmarkeme, and that brings me out, 

B ero . Is this your perfeftneffe ? be gon you rogue. 

Rofa. What would thefe Grangers ? 

Know their mindes Boyet. 

If they doe fpeake our language, ’cis ourwitl 
That fome plaine man recount their purpoles. 

Know what they would ? _ ^ 

Boyet. W hat would you with the Princes ? 

Ber . Nothing but peace, and gentle vacation, 

Rof. What would they, fay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation. 

Rofa. Wh y that they haue, and bid them io be gon. 
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Boy. Shee fayesyou haue it, and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue meafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Meafure with you on the gra lie. 

Boy. They fay that they haue mcafur’d many a mile, 

To tread a Meafure wiclvyou on this graffe. ^ 

Rofa. Itisnorfo-Askethcm how many inches 
Is in one mile 1 ? If they haue meafur’d many. 

The meafure then of one is eaflie cold. 

Boy. Ifto come hither you haue meafar’d miles, 

And many miles: the Prince!^ bids you tell, 

How many inchesdothfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tellher we meafure them by weary lleps. 

Boy. She heates hcrfelfc. 

Rofa. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles yon haue ore-gone* 

Arcnurabred inthc trauell of one mile? 

Bero. Wc mimbernothingthat we fpend for you, 
Ourdutieisfo rich,fo infinite* 

That we may doejt-ftiUiwithoui accompt, 

Vouchfafc to fliew the Sunfhinc of your face. 

That wc(likefauages) may worlhip it. 

Rofa. My face is but a Moone and clouded too. 

Kin. Blefl’ed are clouds, to doe as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright moone; and the! e thy ftars to Qiine, 
fThofe cloudsremoued) vponour.watcrie eync. 

Rofa.- O vainepencioner, beg a greater matter , 

Thou now reejueftsbue Mooneftiine in the water. 

Kin. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change; 

Thou bid’ll me begge, this begging is not-tlrange. . 

Rofa. Play muficke then, nayyoumuft doe it foone. 
Notyetno dance: thuschangcl like theMoone. 

Kin. Will younot dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 

Rofai You tooke the Moone at full, but now (he’s changed? 

Kin. YetftiiUbeitthe Moone,and I the Man. 

Rofa.. The muficke play es, . vouchfafe -fomc motion to it ?* 
Our earesvouchfafe it. . 

Km. Butyourlegges Ihould doe it. . 

•So/". Since you arc (hangers, and come heerc by chance,' , 
Wee’ll not be nice, take hands, wc will not dance.. 
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Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtefie fweethearts, and fo the Meafure enosi 
Kin. More raeafure of this meafure ,be not nice. 

Rofa. Wecan afford no more atluch a price. 
JvjK.Prifeyour felues: What buyesyour compame ? 

Rofa. Your abfencc onely. 

JCjtf.That can neuerbe. 

Rofa. Then cSnnot vve be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to yourViforc, andhalfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to danc e , let’s bold mo^e chat. 

Rofa. In priuaoe then. 

Kin. I am beft pleas’d with that. .... 

Re. White-handed Miftris, one fweet word With thee. 
G)’u. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : there is three. 
rZ. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow fo nice 
Methegline, Wort, andMalmeieyj well lunne dice; 
There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

Gfu. Seuenth fweet adue,fince you cancogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Bee. One word in fecret. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Qu. Gall bitter. 

Ber. Therefore meete. 

•Du. Will youvouchfafe with mec to change a word. 
Mar. Name it. 

Dam. Faire Ladic. 

OWar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Du. Pleafeityou, 

As much in priuatc, and lie bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong r 

Lena. I know the reafon Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. • 

Zeno. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 
And would affoord my fpeechltflb vizard halfe. 

Mar. Veale quoth the Dutch-mail ; is not V cale a C aitc 
Long. ACalfcfaircLadic? 



.abourSi 

CUar. No, a faire Lord Call e. 

Lono. Lct”s part the word. 

Mar. No, lie not be your halfet 
Take all and weane it, it may proue an Oxe. 

Zo»tf.Lookehow you but your feift in chefe fharpetnocitesj* 
Will you giue homes chaft Ladie?Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfc before your horns dogrow. 

Lou, One word in ptiuate with you ere I die. 
ejMar. Bleat foftly then-, the Bu.cher hearesyou cry . 1 
Bojet. The tongues oi mocking wenches arc askecne 
As is the Razors edge, inuifiblc : 

Cutting a fmallerhaire then may befeene, 

Aboue the fence of fence lb fcnfiblc: 

Seemeth their conference, their conceits haue wings, 

Fleeter then arrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwiftcr things. 
Rofa. Not one word more, my maidcs.breake off,brcake off. 
Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

King. Farewell madde Wenches you haue ample wits- 
Exeunt. 

flu. Twentie adieus my frozen Mufcouites. 

Arcthefethe breed of witslo wondred at? 

Bojet. T apers they are, with your fweet breathes puft out« 
Rofa. Wel-Jiking wits they haue,grof[e,grofie, fat, far. 
fhe, Opouertiem wit, Kingly pooreflour. 

Will they not ( thinke you) hang themfelues to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes (hew their faces 
This pert Berowne was out of count’nance quite. 

Rofa, They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
fhu Berovene didfweare himfeife out of all fute, 
Mar.Dumaine was at my feruice, and his fword „• 

No poynt (quoth I :) my feruauc fhaight wasmute. 

Ka. Lord LongauiUk aid 1 came ore bis heart .* 

Andtrow you what hecall’d me ? 
fu. Qu_Jme perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 
fu. Goficknelfeasthou art. 



Rof. Well better witshaueworne plair.e ftatutecaps 
But will you heare; the King is my loue fworne. 

~ H 
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Ghu And quicke Ber owne hatkplighted faith to me- 
Km. And Longauill was for my feruicc borne. 

Mar. T>tmaine is mine as lure as barke on tree. 

Boyer, Madam, and pretty Miftreffes giuceare. 
Immediately they will againe be heere 
In their owne lhapes ; for it can ncuer be, 

They wili digeft this harfh indignitie. 

Qtu Wili they returned ^ 

Boy. They will, they will, God kneyves, 

Andlcapefor toy, though they are lame with blowes $ 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, 

Blow iike fweet Rofesin thisfummer aire, 

Qu . How blow# how blow? Spcake to be vnderftoodi. 
£7y. Faire Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud: 
Difmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture (hovyne, 

Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofcs blown*. 

Qu. Auantpcrplexitie 3 What (hall we do, 

If they returne in their owne (hapes to wo ? 

Ref a. Good Madam, if by me you’lbe adui'sd. 

Let’s raocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d : 

Let vs compiaine to them what fooles were heere, 
©ifguis’d like MufceuitesinfliapeUffcgearc : 

And wonder what they wear*, and to wnat end 

Their (hallow (howes, and prologue vildely pen’d? 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be prefented at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, with draws the gallants are at hand, s 
cjuee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnesore Land, 

Exeunt . . 

Enter the King and therefi. 

: King* Fair* fir, God faueyou.Whet’sthcPrincefTe? 

Boy. Gone to her tent. 

Pleafeit your Maieflie command me any feruicc to her,’ 
King. That (he vonchfafe me audience for one word* 
Boy 7 1 will and fo will (he, I know rnyLord. Exit* 
Ber . Thisfellow pickcs vp wit, as Pigeons peafe. 

And vtters it againe,when Ioue doth pleafe. 

He is Wit* P edict, and retail® his Wares, 
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At Wakes, and Waffcls, Meetings, Markets, Faires. 

And we that fell by groffc, the Lorddothknow, 

Hauc not the grace to grace it with (uch (how. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his fleeue. 

Had he bin Adam , he had tempted Ette. 

He can caruc too , andlifpe : Why this is he. 

That kift away his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mounfier the nice. 

That when heplayes ar Tables, chidesthe Dice 
In honourable tearmes, nay he can fing 
A ineanc moft meanly, and in Vfliering 
Mend him who can the Ladies call him fweet* 

The flair es as he treads on them kifle hisfecte. 

This is the flower that fmiles on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And cenfcienccs that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the duty of honiC'tongued Boyet. 

King. A blifier on his fweettongue wicji my hare. 

That put tsirmatboes Page out of hispart. 

Enter the Ladies . 

Ber. See where it comes. Behauiour what wer’cthoik 
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what arc thou now ? 

King. Atl haile fweet Madame, andfaire time ofday e 
fty. Faire iu all Haile is foule, as I conceiue. 

King. Conftruc my fpeechcs better, if you may. 
fin. Then wifli me better, I will giuelcaue. 

^ King. We came to vifit you and purpofe now 
To leade you toour Court, vouchfafe it then. 

fn. This field (ball hold me, and (b hold your vow, 

Nor God, nor I, delights in periur’d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoket 
Thevcrtue of your eye muft breakemy oath. 

Qu. You nickname verrae : vice you (hould hauefpokc; 
ror vertues office neucr breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the vnfallied Lilly, I proteft, f 

A world of torments though I (hould endure, 

I would not yceld to be your houfes gueft ; 
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’So much 1 hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heaiienly oath, vow’d with integrity. 

Kin. O you haue liu’d in defolauon heers, . 

Vnfcene, vnuifitsd,much to our (haroe. 

Qu. Not fo my Lord, it is notfo 1 tweare, 

Wchaue had paftimes htcreand pleafant game,. 

A mctlc of Ruffions l"ft vs but oa late. 

Kin. How Madam ? Ruffians? 

Qtf. I intruth my Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Cout tihipfnd of ftate. 

Rofa. Madam! peake true. It lsnoclo my Lords. 

My Ladie( to ti'.e manner of the daies) 

Incurteflc giucs vndeferuing praife. 

"Wcfoute indeed confronted were with route 
In Ruffin habit : Heere they ftayed an houre. 

And talk’d apace: audinthat houre (my Lord/ 

They did not bleffe vs with one happy word. 

X dare not call them fooles; butchisl chinke. 
Whcnthey are thuftie, fooles would fame haue drinker 
Bcr. Thisiciltsdrietome. Gentle lweet. 

Your witsmakes wifethiogs fooliffi when we greet 
With eyesbeft feeing, heauens fiery eye; 

By light we We ight - your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your hugcltore, 

Wife things feeme fooliffi, and nch things but poorc. . 
Rof. This proues you wife and rich: tor m my eye 
Ber. Iamafoole, and full ofpovertic. 

R 0 r But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to fnatch words trom my tongue. 

Ber. Oi I am yours, and all mat l polieue, 

Rof. All the fooie mine. 

Ber. I cannot giue you Idle. . ? 

Rof . Which of the Vizards was it that you wore. 
Bcr- Where? when ? what Vizard ? 

That hid the worfe,andffiew’d the better face.. 

Kin. Wearedifcricd, 
l&cy'U mocks vs no w ^owncrighto 






* n Loues Labour s loft*- 

Hclpe hold his browes,he’l found:why looke you pa e. 
Sea-ficke I tbinkejeommingirom Mufcouie. 

Ber. Thus poure the ftars down plagues for penury. 

Can any face ot braffie hold longer out , 

Heoreftand l,Ladie dart thy skillatme, 

Bmile me with fcorne,confound me with a Hout. 

Thruft thy fcarpe wic quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to peeces with thy keeneconceu : 

And I will with thee neuer more to dance. 

Nor ncuer more in Ruffian habit waite. 

O! neuer will 1 cruft to fpcechcs pen’d. 

Not to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue, 

Nor ncuer coraciu vizard to my friend, > 

Nor woo m time like a bUnd-harpers fong. 

Taffata phrafes/ilken cearmes precife. 

Three- pil’d H perbol s fprucc affeaion 
Figures pedanticall, thele ! «n'tttK-r flies, 

H.iuebiowneme full of maggot oilentation, 

I do rorfweare them, and I tisere proreft. 

By this white Gloue(how white the ha id God knows/ 
Henceforth my woing minde (hail be tsgreft 
In ruffiet yeas, and honeft kerfie nocs. 

And to begin Wench, fo God htlpe nielaw, 

M / loue to thee is fou nd , fans crackc or flaw* 

‘Rofa. .ter, /W, I pray you. .... 

Ber. Yctlh uea trieke 
Oftheoldrsge beare with me, I am ficke, 
lie leaue it by degrees: toft, let vs fee. 

Write Lord bane tnercjf, on vs ,ODthoCe three, 

They are infeatd-, in their hearts it lies : 

They liauc the plague, and caught o! your eyes: 

Thei’e Lords arc vifited, you are not frees 
For the Lords token* on you doe I fee. 

No. they are free that gaue thefetokens to vs». 

Bcr. Our dates are forfeit, leekenottovndoe VS. 

Rof. Ic is notfo ; for how can this be true, 

That you ftand forfeit, being thofethat fue*. 
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B er. Peace , for I will not haue to doe with yon, 

Rof. Nor lhall not, if I doe as I intend. 

Ber , Speakefor yoor felues, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach vsfweet Madame , for our rude cranfgreffion, 
f^me faire excufe. 

Chi. The faireftisconfcflion. 

Were you not here but euen now difguis’d? 

Kin. Madam, I was. 

Qu. And were you well aduis’d ? 

Kin. I was faire Madam. 

Op. When you then were heere. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare ? 

King, That more then all the world I did refpett her. 

<Hti. When the fliall challengcthis you will reieft her. 

King . Vpon mine Honour no. 

£hu Peace, peace,forbeare: 

Your oath once broke, youforcenottoforfwearc. 1 

King. Defpifemewhen I breake this oath of mine. 

Qu. I will and therefore keepe it Rofaline t 
What^id the Ruffian whifper in your eare ? . .1 

Rof. Madam, he fwore that he did hold me dears 
'As precious eye. light, and did value me 
Aboue this world : adding thereto morcouer, 

That he would wed me, or clfcdie rny Loucr. 

6hu God giuc thee ioy of him .*thc Noble Lord 
Moft honourably doth vphold his word. 

Kin. What meanc you Madame ? , 

By my life, my troth, 

I ncticr fwore this Ladie fuch an oth. 

Rof. By heauen you did ; and to confkme it plaine 
y ou gauc me this : But take it fir a gaine. 

King. My faith and this, the PrincefTe I did giuc, 

I knew Tier 6y thislewell onher fleeue. 

9h. Pardon me Gr, thislewell did (he weare, 

And Lord BerownefL thankehim) is my deare. 

What.? Will you haue me, or your Pearle agains? 

Ber. Neither ©f cither I remit both twainc. 

I fee the t ricke on’t : Heere was a confent, 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
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TodafoifhkeaChriftmasComedie. , , 

Some carry rale, feme pleafe-roan/ome flight Zame, 

Some inumble-newesjfomctrenchcr-knight/ome Dick, 

That (miles his cheeke in yeeres, and knowes the trick 
To make my Ladie laugh, when (he’s d;fpos d; 

Told our intents before: which once difclos d. 

The Ladies did change Fauours, and then we 
Following the fignes, woo’d but the ligne of Ihe. 

Now to our periurie, to adde more terror. 

We are againc forfworne in will and error. 

Mach vpon this tis : and might not you 
Foreftall our fport, to make vs thus vntrue ? 

Doe you not know my Ladiesfoot by’th iqmer? 

And laugh vpon the apple of her eye. 

And Hand betweene her backe fir, and the nre. 

Holding a trencher, iefting merrilie? 

You put our Page out : go, you are alowd.' 

Die when you will, a fmocke fhall beyourihre^wd. 

You leere vpon me, doc you? there’s an eye 

Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boy. Full merrily hath this brauc Manager, this carreer© 

benerun. # , 

’ Ber. Lee, he is tilting ftraighc. Peace, I haue don. 



Welcome pure wit, thou part ’ft a faire fray. 

Clo. O Lord fir, they would know. 

Whether the three Worthies (hall come in, or no, 

Ber. What, are there but three ? 

Clo. No fir, but it is vara fine. 

For cuerie one purfents three. 

Ber. And three timesthrice is nine. 

flo. Notfo fir, wider corrcftion fir, I hope it is not fo» 

You cannot beg vs fir, I can affur e you fir, vtckn ow what we 
know : I hope fir three times thriceur. 

Ber . Is not nine. 

Clow. Vndercorre&ion fir, we know where- vntill it doth 
amount. 

Bor. By loue, I alwayestookc three threes for nine. 



Clm 



Clov>\ O Lord fir, it were pitcie you lhould get your liufog 

by reckningfir. 

Ber* How much is it 

clm O Lord fir, the parties themfelues, the aftorsfir Will 
fticw where-vntill it doth amount .-for mineowne part, I am 
(as they fay, but to pertetf one man in one poors man, Pompvon 

£h Art thou one of the Worthies ? v , 

Clow. Itpleafed them to thinke me worthy otP^^ the 
S>reat : for mine cwne part, I know not the degree ok the Wor- 

chie. but I am to hand for him. 

Bcr. Go, bid them prepare. „ 

C lo» We will turhe it finely off fir , we will take fome care. 

King. Berowne, t hey Will ftiame vs : 

' aVeThame. proofe my Lord: and ’tis forae politic, 

£o hauc one (hew worfe then the Rings and his company. 

Kin. J fay they (hall not come. 

Nay my good Lord, fee me ore. rule younow *, 

ThlSport beft plcales, that doth leal! know now. j 

Where Zeale ftriues to content, and the contents 

Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefentst . 

' y heir forme confounded, makes moft forme m mirth, 

When great things labouring penfti m tneir ouch, 

Be r. A right defeription of our (port my Lord. 

Enter Braggart. 

Brae. Annoy need, I implore fo much expence of thy royal 

fweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words, 

Qti. Doth this man feme God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? . 

On. He (peak's not like a matt of God s making. 

sw. Tfc .11 ««w m *** 

utocctt the Schooliualler is exceeding fsnta.ticall • 
vainc.tootoo vaine . But.wc viitfputit(aschey ayj „ 
tun. dcUf.mr, I vvifl. youil.epc.ce ot mfflde moft 

etobe.good prefence 

prcfenbH^w of ixoy, the Swaiae Pompey «*g rc ^ 



'Mes Labour slop, 

Farifh Curate Alexander, zArmadoes Page Hercules t the Pe- 
dant ludas Mach abas : And if thefefoure Worthies in their 
fit ft (hew thriue ,chefe foure will change habiies, and prefenc the 

ocher Hue. . 

Bcr. There is fine m the firft (hew* 

Kin. You are dccciued, tis not fo. 

Ber. The Pedant, the Braggarc,the Hcdgc-Prieft, the foole, 

and the Boy, .... 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world a game. 

Cannot pricke out Sue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The fhip isvndcrfaiie,andh«re (he comes amain. 

Enter Pompey. 

('low. I Bompey am. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

Clow. I Pompey am. \ 

Boy , With Libbards head on knee. 

Ber. Weil faid old mocker, 

I muft needs be friendswith thee. \ 

Clo w. / Bompey am , Bompey fur nam’d the big. \ 

B>u. The great. 

Clow. Jf is great fir : Pompey furnam'd the great : 

\ That oft infield , with Targe and Shield , 
did make my fee tofweat : 

<tAnd traueiling along this coafi, I heere am come by change. 

And lay my zArmes before the legs of this fweet Laffe of France. 
if your Ladifliip would fay thaakes Pompey , I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I wasperfeft. I 
made a li tic fault in great. 

Ber My hat to a halfe-penie.Pompey proues the beft Worthie. 

Enter Cur ate for e. Alexander . 

Car at. When in theworld Iliu’d,Iwas the worlds Commander 
f, : jf 3 Tfortb , & South , I fpred, my conauerimr mirrht. 
My S cute been plaine declares that lam zAlifander. * * 

Boy eta \our nofcfaycs no, you are not: 

For it (lands too right* 

Ber. Your nofe fmels no, in this moft tender fmelling Knight. 

I 
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tones Labours lojl< 

gu. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceed good Alexander. . 

Cur. Wye*', in the world I lined J was the worlds Commander ... 
Boyet. Moft true, ’tts right : you wcrclo zAUfander. 

Ber. Pompey the great. 
flo. Your feruant and Cofiard. 

Ber. Takeaway the Conqueror, takeaway zAUfander. 
Clow. O Or you haueouerthtovvne^Yi/rt»^ the conquc- 
joryou will be ferap’d out of the painted cloth for this tyoutli. 
on that holds his Pollax fitting, on a clofe-ftook, will be giuen 
toAiax.. He will be the ninth worthie. A Conqueror ? andaf. 
fraidtofpeake?Runneaway for fiiame zAlifander . There an’t 
fli '41 pleafe you : a foolifh mildc rain, an honed nun,lookc you, 
andfoonedafiit. He is a marue’ lous good neighbour mlo oth, 
and a very good Bowler; but tor Ahjandar, alas you fee, how 
it’s a little ore-parted; But there are Worthies a coratping will 
fpeake their minde in fomc, other fort. Exit fu. 

^ J2S‘ Stand afide good pompey. 

Enter pedant for Judas, and the'Boyfor Hercules , 

Ved. Great Hercules isprefented by this Irope. 

Whole Cluh kil ’d£erberus that three-headed Carnes , 

And when he was a babej acbilde, a flirirape, 

Thus did he drangle Serpentsin his Manus ; 

CfUoniam, he feemeth in minoritic, 

Mr vo. I come. with this Apologie. . 

Keepe fomc date in thy Exit, and vanifh. Exit Boy> 

Bed. Iudas lam. 

Dum. A Iudas? 

Bed. 2fot I fear lot fir. 

7tidas.I am,]clyped'JMachabeus. _ . 

Dum. Iff das Machabeus dipt, is plainc Iudas. 

Ber. A kiising Traitor. How art thou prou’d Iudas .? 

Bed . Iudas I am. 

®itm< Themorcfiiarae for you Iudas < 

•Bed. What meant you fir. ?■■ 

Boy. To make Iudas hanghimfclfc. 

.Bed. Begin fir, you arc ray elder. 

Well folio w/di Iudas yyashang’d on an Eld« r » * . 
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Bed. I will not be put of countenance. 

Ber. Becaufetheu hall no face. 

Bed. What is this? 

Boy. A Citceme head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Ber. A deaths face in a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarcc feene. 

Boy. ThePuramellof C^rxFaulchion. 

Dum. T he caru’d-bone face on a F la ike. 

Ber. Saint Georges halfe chceke in a brooch.’ 

Dum. I, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worneinthe capofaTooth-drawer. 

And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance. 

Bed. You haue put racout of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. ~ 

Bed. Butyou haue out-fac’d them all, 

Ber. And thou were a Lion, we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he isanA(fe,lethiragoe: 

And fo adieu fweet Iude. Nay, why dort thou day .? 

D urn. For the latter end of his name. 

Ber. For the Affe to the /W^giueit him. Iud^as away. 

Bed. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounficr ludasjz growcsdark,hc may (tumbled 
Jhee. Alas poore Machabeus , how hath he beene baited. 

Enter Braggart. 

Ber, Hide thy head z Achilles heere comes Hell or in Armes. 
Dum . Though ray raockes come home by me, 1 will now be 
metric. 

King. HeElor wasbut aTroyan inrcljpeft ofthis. 

Boy, But isthis HeElor ? 

Kin. I thiakc HeElor was not fodeane timber’d. 

Eon. Hisleggcistoo bigfor HeElor. 

Dum. MoreCalfecertame. 

Boy. No he is bed indued in the fmali, 

Ber, This cannot be HeElor. 

Dum. He’s a God or a Painter, for he makes Faces. 

Ber. The Armipotent Mars, of Lamces the almighty, gaue 
Heftor a gift. 

1 i Dum-. 
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Hum. A giltNutmegge. 

Ber. A Lemmon*. 

Lon. Stucke with Cloues. 

Hum. Noclouen. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Launces the almighty t 
Gaue He Bor a gift, the heire of Iliion ; 
exf man fo breathed , that certaine he would fight', yea 
from morne till night fOttt of his P auillion . > 

I am that Flower. 

Hum* That Mint* 

Lon^. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longanill, reine thy tongue. , ^ 

Lon. I mutt rather glue it the refneT for it runs againR HeUirl 
H am, I, and Pie Bor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten. 

Sweet chuckes,beat notthebonesofthe buried : 

But I will forward with my deui ce ; 

Sweet Royaltic beftow on me the fence of hearing, 

Berowne fieps forth* 

Ggu. Spcakc braue Heftor, we are much dclighteda 
Brag. I doe adore thy fweetGaces flipper. 

Boy. Loucsherby the foot* 

Hum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This HeBorfarrefurmounted Hannibal!. 

Thepartieis gone. 

Clow. Fellow H<r#»r,<heis gone; flic is two moncthsoows 
way. 

Brag. What meaneft thou? „ , 

Clow. Faith vnlefle you play the honeft Troyan, tnepe 
Wench is caft away : (he’s quicke, the child brags in her e y 
already :tis yours. 

Brag. Doll thou infamonize me among Potentates . 

Thou (halt die. . 

Clow. Then (hall Hcdlor be whipt tot laquenettamu 
quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey fh&i is dead by KJ * 
Hunt. Molt rare Pompey'. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey. 

Ber. Greater then great, great, great, great, Pompey ; T« m P 7 
the huge. 
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Bempfrlf^ ismoued'mote Atees more Atees ftine them; 

orflirrethemon. 

Hum. Heftor will challenge him. 

Ber. Ijifa’hauepo more mans blood in’s belly »then will fup 

2 Brat. By the North. pole I do challenge thee, 

/ 7 o°I will not fight with a pole like a Nortnern man ; lie 
„ Jr i. j__ :* u„ • 1 !«• WnrrniM tn» 



Annes agame. 

<Thm. Roorac for the incenfcd Wortnic $* 

Clo. lie doe it in my (hirt. 

Hum. Molt refolute pompey. 

Pa<r. Matter, let roe take you a butten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vacating for the combat: what meane you ? 
you will lofe your reputation. < s 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me,t will not com * 
bat inmy (hire, 

Hu. You may not denieit, Pompey hath madecnc challenge* 

Brag. Sweet blood?, I both may, and will. 

Ber] What rcafon haue you fot’c ? 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I haue no (hirt. 

I go woolwardfor penance. 

Boy. True, and it was inioyned him in Romefot want of Lin- 
nen : fincc when, lie befworne he wore none,but. a difliclout of 
Iaquencttas , and that he wcares next his heart for a faucur* 

Enter a Meffengerj^tonnfier Mar cade. 

Mar. God faueyou Madame. 

flu,. Welcome UWarcade, but that thou interrupted our 
merriment. 

Marc. I atnforric Madam, for the ne we* I bring is heauy 
in my tongue. The King your father. 

Jig. Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euenfo: My tale is told. ' 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. F or mine owne part, I breath free breath: I haue feene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and I 
Will right my felfelikea Souldicr. Exunt Worthies* 

Kin. How fare’s your Maieftie? * 

1 r. .§*; 



Qji. Boyet prepare, I will away to night. 

Kin. Madam riot fo,I doe befeech you flay. 

6) ti . Prepare I fay. I chankc you gracious Lords 
h'oTaU ypur fairc endeuours and intreats: 

Out of a new fad-foule, that you vouchlafc. 

In your rich wifdometo excufe, or hide, 

The Uberall oppofition of our fpirits. 

If ouer- boldly we haue borne our felues. 

In the conuerfe of breath(your gcntlencfle 
Was guilcie ofit. ) Farewell worthie Lord; 

A hcauy heart bearesnot a humble tongue, 
isxcufc me fo, commingfo ihort of thankes. 

For my great fuitefoeanly obtain’d. 

\ jCm. The extreame pates oi time, cxttcanacly fotntcs 
■Allcaufesto the purpole of his fpeed : 

And often at his vcrieloofe decides 

That, which long procclTe could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow ol progenie 
Forbid the finilin g curtcfie of Loue : _ 

The holy fuitc which fame it would conuincc. 

Yet fmee Loues argument was fir ft on foote. 

Let not the cloud offorxowiuftleit 

From what it purpos’d rfincc to waile friends loft, . - 

Is not by much fo wholfome, profitable, 

Astoreioyceatfricndsbutncwly found. 

Qk. I vnderftand you not, my greefes ate double. 

Honeft-plainc words, bell pierce the eates of gticfe 
And by thefc badges vnderftand the King. 

For yourfaire fakes haue we negleftcd time, 

Plaid foule play with our oathes: your bcaucie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, fafhioning our humor* ^ 

Euen to the oppofed end of our intents. 

And what invshathfeem’d ridiculous: 

AsLoue is full of vnbefitting ftrames. 

All wanton as achiide, skipping and 1 vame. . 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore like th • 

Full of llraying fliapes, of habits, and of form 
Varying in fubieftsas the eie doth roule, 

To eucrie varied obieft in his glance ; i^hich 
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Lottes Labour s left. 

Which partie.coated prefence of loofe loue. 

Futonby vs, ifmvonr heaucnlycies, 

Haue misbccomm’d our oathes and grauitiesi 
Thofe hcaucnly eyes that lookeinto thefc faults, 

Sugge (led vs co make : therefore Ladies 
Our Lour ben g yours the error that Louc'fnakes 
Is likewife yours, we to our felues prouefalfc, 

By being once falle, for euet to hemic 
To thofe that make vs both, Faire Ladies you. 

And cuen that fallhood in if fclfe a finne. 

Thus purihes it felle, and turnes to grace. 

Qu. We haue rcceiu'd your X^tt crs fa ll of Loue; 
Your Fauoursjthe Ambaffadors of Loue. 

And in our maiden counfaile. rated them. 

At courtlhip, pleafent, ieft, and curtefic, 

As bumbaft andas lining to the time. 

But more deuout then thefe are our refpedls 
Haue wc not beene.and therefore met your loues 
In their owne falhion, like a merriment. 

D (f. Our Letters Madam, fhew’d much more then ieft 
Lon. Sodidourlookes. 

Raft. Wc did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Nowat thc lateft minute of the houre. 

Grant vs your loues. 

ghu . A time me thinkes toofhort. 

To make a world- without-end bargaine in; 

No, no my Lord your grace isperiur’d much, 
Fullofdeare guiltinefle, and therefore this ; 

If for my Loue (as there is.no fuch caufe) 

You will doc ought, this (hall you doe for me. 

Your oath I will not truft : but goe with fpeed 
To fomeforlorne and naked Hermitage f 

Remote from all thepleafures of the world : 

There fl.y, vntill the tweluc CeleftiallSigncs 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning, 

If this auftr re infociable life. 

Change not your ff r made in heateof blood 
If frotts, and falls, hard lodging, and thin weeds . 

Nip not thegaudie bloffonacs of your Loue, , 



Lottes Labours toft. 

But that itbsarc this tria.ll, andlaft louc: 

Then at the expiration of they care, 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defect*, 
And by this Virgin Palme, now kilting thine, 

I will be thine : and till that inllant fhut 
My wofullfelfc vp in a mourning houle. 

Raining the teares of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou doe denie, lee our hands part. 

Neither ihtitlcd in the others heart. 

Kiril If this, or more then this I would deme. 

Xo flatter VP thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my hcattisin thy bred. 

Ber. And what to me my Loue ? and what to me ? 
Rofc, You muft be purged too, your fins arc rack d« 
You are attaint with faults and periurie: 

X hereferc if you my f anour meane to get, 

A twelue moneth (hall you fpend, and neuer reft, 

Butfeekethc weariebedsof people ficke. 

Du. But what to me my Loue? but what to me. 

K<*t. A wife? a beard, fairehcalch, and honeftie, 
With three-fold loue, I wi(h you all theft three. 

Dn. O (hall 1 fay, I thankeyou gemle wife? 

Kat. Notfo my Lord, a tweluemoneth and a day, 
lie marke no words chat fmoothfac’d wooers fay. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come s 
Then if \ hauemuch loue,Ile giucyouforoc. 

Dum. lie ferue thee trueand faithfully till then. 

-»• y I xj* Kpinrfworiie 2f?en, 



IC/Ath. 



Lon. What faies Maria ? 

Ultari. Atthetweluemonethscnd, 

He change my blacke Gowne,for a faithful! Friend. 
Lon. lie ftay with patience : but the time is long. 
Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 
Ber. Studies my Lady i Miftretfe, looke on me, 
Beholdthe window of my heart, mine eye : 

What humble fuite attendsthy aofwere there, 
Impofe fomc feruicc on me for my lone 



Rof. Ofthaue I heard of you my Lord Berowne } 
Before I faw you and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimcsyou for a man repleate with mockes, 

Full of comp arifons and wounding fleutes : 

Which you on all eflates will execute, , 

Tiut lie wuhinthe mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Worme wood from your fruitfull braine. 
And therewithal! to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which lam nottobewon: 

You (hall thistwclmonech ccrmefrom day to day, 

Vifite the fpeechleffe ficke, and ftill conuerfe 
With groaning wretches: and youreaskelhall be. 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 

T o enforce the pained impotent to ftnilc. 

Ber. To moue wilde laughter in the throate of death ? 
It cannot be, it is impoffible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choake a gibing fpirir, 
Whefe influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue tofooles; 

A iells profperitie lies in the earc 
OF him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickfy cares, 

Dcaft with the clamors of their ownc dearegrones,. 

Will heare your idle fcornes j continue then, 

Andl willhaue you, and that fault withall. 

But if they will not, throw away ihatlpint. 

And I fitall finde you emptie of that fault, 

Sight ioyfull of your reformation. 

Ber. A tweluemoneth c Well : befall what will befall, 
Ileicft a tweluemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

1 fweer mv Lord, and fo 1 take my leaue. 

K *”£• No Madam, we willbring you on your wav. 
Ber. Our wooing dothnot end like an old Play a 

hauemade. our lport a Comedie, 

.a 4 , wr,n r ^; w ““ a twh °a»f * -4 * *B 

Ser * 1 longfor a play. 
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Enter Braggart. 

Brag. Sweet Maieftievduchfafe roe. 

Oii. Was that Heftor? 

c Dtim. The vvorthie Knight of Troy. 

Brag. I will kiffe thy roy all finger, and take leaue, 
lama Votarie, 1 haue vow’d to laquenetta to hold the Plough 
farherfweet louc three yeares. But moil efteemed greatneffe, 
will vou heare the Dialogue that the two Learned men haue 
compiled ,in praife of the Owle and the Cuckow ? It fliould 
haue followed in the end of our Ihew. 

Kin. Call them forth cpjickcty, we will doe to. 

Brag. Holla, approach^ 

Enter all. 

This fide is Hiew, Winter . . . , . 

This Ver y the Spring s the one maintained by the Owle, 

Th’otherby the Cuckow. 

Ver. begin. . _ • • 

When Defies pied , and Violets blew, 

And Cuckow-budsot yellow hew : 
AndLadie-fmockcsallhluer white ; 

Doe paint the Medowes with delight. 

The Cuckow then on euerytree, , 

Mockesmarriedmen, tor thus fings he, 

Cuckow,’ Cuckow : O word hf featc, % 

ynpleaGngtoamamcdeare. 

And merrie Larkcs arc ° ^ Dawes, 

a <5 



Sltcucko W =O r d»ffaf 
Vnpleafing to a married eate 



trim 
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. winter. 

When Hides hang by the wall, 

And Dicke the Shephcard blowes his mile ; 
And Tom beares Loggcs into the hall. 

And Milkc comes frozen home in paile .• 
When blood is nipt, and waies be fowle. 
Then nightly tings the flaring O wle 
Tu-whit to-who. 

A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth keelethe pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow. 

And coffingdrownes the Parfonstaw : 

And birdsfi: broodingin thefnow. 

And Marrians note lookes red and raw .♦ 
When roafted Crabs hiife in the bowle. 
Then rsjghcly fings the ftaring Owle, 
Tu-whit to-who: 

A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth keele the pok 

Brag. The words of Mercuric, 

Are harlli after (he fongs of Apollo i; 

You that way ; we chis way. 

Sxuntomnesl 



FlHl S. 
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